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AUTHORS' PREFACE. 



In ushering to the world of letters this book of thoughts and 
feelings, germed in the seclusion of a dreamy youth, the 
authors; if; i^ay be conceived, had not the fear of criticism in 
their minds, else, perhaps, polish and élaboration might hâve 
insured more finished composition|9. Many of the poems now 
coUected hâve befbre appeared through varions literary medi^ 
ums, and to alter or remodel is a distasteful as well as difficult * 
task, It is easy even now to perceive the cmdeness which it 
will reqnire years of thought and expérience to mould into a 
pure and elevated style ; but for this work, it is asked of 
friends and critics, that, viewing it as the first fruit-oflfering 
of young hearts, they " with ail its faults will love it still." 
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THE VOLUNTEER. 

** NiGHT hath made many bards, she is so lovêly ;" 
But in the South's bright clime, of which I speat, < 
Night ,holds her court in glory. Th^e she seems 
To center ail ber softness and her ligbt, 
To make a focus of her loveliness ; 
And weaving in her dark veil myrîad stars, 
Blending their olear ligbt with the softer beams 
Of a most queenly moon, she strives to make 
Atonement for the burning glare of day ' • 

With such a world of sweetness, poetry, 
Flowers and perfume, witching light and shade, 
Murœuring music, and soft falling dew, 
As. would bave made a gala-nigbt in Eden. 
*lVas such a night as tbis, when o'er the earth 
Stole every form of loveliness. The air 
Sighed faintly with its burden of perfume, 
And lifted on its wings the golden light 
That streamed in waving pennons, fluttering 
To -the slow motion of some zepbyr's wing. 
. Night's sensitive fiowers had oped their starry eyes, 
Undaunted by the moon's love-looking face, |j 

And breathed their sweetness to the gentle witid || 

As coyly, yet as tenderly as girls Ij 

Whisper the first confession of their love. 

AU 'neath that sky was loveliness and peace, 

II 
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Bare where upon a wide and groFe-bound plaia 
Lay the whlte teota of soldiers, and the drum 
Beat ibe taitoo that warned them to repose. 
Or the guard's aleepicss vigil. 
But <me heard 
' The eolemn beat of that tattooing drum, 
To whom e'en weariness, and a day*s toil 
Beneath a torrid sun, could not win sleep. 
He with the form towering and graceful. 
And yet délicate — ^a boy in seeming. 
The high pale brow, and the dark wayy hair, 
Hâve a fine placid beauty ; but the eye, 
Save now, when tears are in it, has a fire 
That makes the face seem fenrful ; and the lip, 
•Used to compression, has the bent of scorn — 
A dark, fierce, bitter scorn — the scorn of hâte. 
But he is softened now ; the scène, the time. 
Hâve found a soul-spring in his stormy being ; 
And thoughts hâve corne of a time like to this, 
When he was sinless, and when love first fell 
Upon his way ward heart. But like the dew 
Within the calyx of some noxious ûower, 
Il but distilled its poison, and his soûl 
^ Steeped deadliness within it. She he loved 
Was like a star to him, she was so pure ; 
A fuir young créature, with a quiet face, 
And an eye clear os heaven, and as starry. 
Yet was there beauty in her quietness ; 
As a lake, when 'tis waveless, looks most deep. 
And her he loved — and 'twas perchance because 
That she was so unlike him that she gave 
More scope to his impetuous nature than would one 
Who could be wild as he waa. But he loved — 
No, worshiped hiid been better said than loved — 
For he had set her image in his heart, 
And bowed him down Uke an idolater. 
In iropious adoration, ère he knew 
Or hardly cared to know, that she Would look 
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Witji warmth upoa his passion. He drêam'd not 

Tfaat ooe-so gentle could tum from tbé pover 

Of ihe same spell that bound kim. But he foudd» 

Too ktè to save his peace/ her heart preferred 

The homage of another. Then sprang forth « 

ïhe démon in his nature. With^a howl 

He fled through night and darknes^, reckkig no4 

Of men's thoughts or of danger. On he weRt, 

Gnashing his teeth with rage, and hissing eut 

Ourses upon his rival. Thus was spent 

The first burst of his fiiry ; then there came 

A darker splrit, with a deadlier aim, 

And counseled with the démon in his heart, 

And it consented. Ei-e the stars had iooke^ 

Upon another meeting of the loyers, - 

One siept in d«ath ; and he, the assassin, stole 

A look of triumph on his bloody work, 

Then fled to ^rve kU country ! He saw not 

His bitterest revenge, the helpless grief 

Of her who died of madness; . 

'Twas this, the story of lier pitiful death. 
And her long suffering first, that woke once more 
The inner v^e Ils of feeling, and drew tears, 
The first had moistened his wild, burning eye 
For many terrible months. For hours he wept, 
Till drowsiness, like a nepenthe, soothed 
His wakened feeling, and sleep càtae with dreams. 
In thought he wandered weary o*er the earth, 
Seèking a place to hide himself from men ; 
But ail the world was peopled, and the crowds 
That met him every where, ail looked on him 
With their astonished eyes, as if to ôay, 
•« How! art thou hère ?" and children shrunk away. 
And peered at him from out each window nook, 
Mocking at him, yet fearing to be seen. 
No where was solitude ; he had grown old 
Seeking for rest that he might never find ; 

2 ' . 
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And DOW he sat him on a cburch's steps, 
Fainting from utter helplessness and waut 
A crowd Bwept by bim. On, with statelj slep. 
Came a procession, beaded by a bier 
Shrouded with sable drapery of grief. 
They were the first ihat had not heeded him. 
And wondering with a strange happiness 
If he had not been dreaming ail his woe, 
He followed the procession to the vault, 
Beneath the marble pavement of the church, ' 
And saw them lift the coffîn-lid once more 
£re its pale inmate perished from their sight ; 
When lo ! the corpse sat npright, and its ham}, 
Wasted and fleshless, pointed straighi at him ; 
And the eyes gazed with terror ; and the lips 
Breathed a low waii of fear, and, qoii^ring, clo^ed ; 
Then the corpse sank back motionless again. 
Enough for him. Even the haggard face, . 
And hair more white than silver, could not make 
His heart deceive him. 'Twas her altered forni. 
The crowd turned to him when that bony hand 
Pointed him ont» and when surprise was past, 
Rushed with a yell upon him. Thus he woke. 
The morning drum proclaimed the tiniie was near 
When deadly contest between foe and foe 
Required his soldier's spirit, and he shook 
The influence from him of that dreadful dream. 
And went forth to the struggle. 

I^ight came again, and closed the scène of strife ; 
But not a night of beauty. 'Twould hâve mocked 
Too much the désolation of the blood-stained e.irth, 
Had beaming skies looked on it. Flying clouds . 
Belted the moon with meurning; and the wiiid 
Moaned hoarsely through the tree-tops, that bent low 
To évade its rising fury. In this hour 
A dying wretch uplifted his pale face,- 
Praying for that whercwith lo quench his thirst, 
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And c6ol his burning fever; and there came 

Id answer to his prayer a gentle hand 

Bearing the draught of water ; and â voice 

Of sympathy in foreign accent bade 

The sufferer take courage, and revive. 

But death was at his heart, and gasping out » 

nie ^ame of her whom he had doubly murdered, 

He quivered in his agony, and died. 

And the kind Mexic woman, with a sigh, 

Kept on her way in mercy, giving life 

Alike to foe or countryman ; and ail 

Buised their weak hands, and blessed her as she passed. 



THE POST-BOY'S SONG. 

The night is dark, and the way is long, 

And the clouds are flying fast ; 
The night- wind smgs a dreary song, 

And the trees creak in the blast : 
The moon is down in the tossing sea. 

And the stars shedi not a ray ; 
The lightnîng flashes fearfully. 

But I must on my way. 

Full many a hundred time hâve I 

Gone o'er it in the dark, 
Till my faithful steeds can well descry 

Each long familiar mark : 
Withal, should péril corne to-night, 

God hâve us m his care ! 
For without help, and without light, 

The boldest wdl beware. 
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Like a shuttle throwâ by the hand of fate, 

Forward and back I go ; . 
Bearing a thread to the desolate 

To darken their web of woe ; 
And, a brighter thread to the glad of heart, » 

And a mingled one to ail ; 
But the dark and the light I can not part,. 

Nor alter their hues at ail. 

Now on, my steeds ! the lightning's flash 

An instant gilds our way ; 
But steady! by that dreadful crash 

The heayens seemed rent away. 
Soho ! hère cornes the blast anevr. 

And a peltmg flood of rain ; 
Steady I a sea seems bursting through 

A rif t in some upper main. 

'Tis a terrible n^ht, a dreary hour, 

But who will remember to pray 
.That the care of the storm-controlfing power 

May be over the post-boy's way ? 
The wayward wanderer from his home, 

The saîlor upon the sea, 
Hâve prayers to bless them where they roam — 

Who thinketh to pray for me ? 

But the scène îs changed ! up rides the moon 

Like a ship upon the sea ; 
Now on, my steeds ! this glorious noon 

Of a night so dark shall be 
A scène for us ; toss high your head^ 

And cheerily speed away ; 
We shall startle the sleepers m their beds 

Before the dawn of day. 

Like a shuttle thrown by the hand of fate, 
Forward and back I go ; 
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Bearin^ a thread ia the desolate 

To darken thek wqb of woe ; 
And a brighter thread to the glad of heart, 

Afld a mingled one for ail ; 
But the darl^ aod the light I can not part, 
Nor alter their hues at ail. 



THE DESERTED CITY. 



I HAD been yreeping — not the April dew 
Thatieaves the heart the lighter for the shedding;' 
But drops of anguish^ from a fountain full 
Of bitter waters — troubled, too, and deep. 
Till the moon rose to the horizon's brim 
And looking o*er the e^rth with a calm smile, 
Went on her peacefui way among the stfLn, , 
I sat with brow bared to the balmy breath 
. Of the soft breeze of evening, as it came 
Whispering around me with a luUing song, 
Kissing most tenderly my fevered brow, 
Wooing the agony from my wild puise, 
And striving by its blandtshments to steal 
My soûl away into forgetfulness. 
And when the moon, like a sweet white-robed mother, 
In ail her pensive loveliness uprose, 
And went forth, with her still white feet, among i. .... 
The stars, her sleeping children, with a smile 
Of mingled majesty and match less loVe, 
I raised my eyes as a lone orphan would; * 
Longing for the great bliss of tenderness ; 
And lo ! the light of her angelic ftice 
Was bent upon me — ^sad, but oh, so sweet ! 
And by degrees my anguish wore away. 
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And the tumultuous throbbing of my puise 

Grew low, subdaed, and gentle ; and I breathed 

My sorrow oui in sighs, that were no more 

The deep convulsîveness of bitter grief. 

And 'by and by the eârth and I, her child, 

Slumbered in peace beneath the gentle reign 

Of the fair qneen of bright dominioned night. 

But still I deemed that I was by my casement» 

And that there lay beneath me, in the ]ight 

Of the full midnight moon, a lovely city ; 

A ûity beauUful with trees and fountains, 

And Works of grâce and splendor, and high dômes ; 

Palaces glittering in the moon's bright rays, 

Gleamînglike alabaster; and broad streets 

Paved costlily with mar])le in mosaic, 

But overgrown with grass and trailing weeds. 

The spires, and palace-towers, and monuments, 

Gleamed brightly in the moonlight, but rank moss 

Waved from the terraces to the swaying wind, 

With a low, rustling sound, and fuJl of woe. 

No print of feet was sèen on any door-stone, 

Not from one casement streamed the light of lamps. 

But every where had désolation stalked, 

Till not even one of ail thèse palaces 

• Owned lord or serf — but ail were tenantless. 
And I alone was the sole living thing 
That breathed within the city*s silent walls. 
The loneliness was awful ; I stole down 
From my still chamber to the trackless street. 
And onward still, from palace unto palace, 
Enitering each by the wide-opened doors, 
Whose hinges were no longer free to tum; 
And flitting ghostlily from room to room, 
Pursued by phantom fears, I hastened on. 

. The moonlight checkered the cold marble floors. 
And gleamed upon rich velvet, and high walls 
Hung Vfith dark paintii^gs, frescoing their sidcs ; 
And glittered on large mirrors, that had not 
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Reâected life for many a silent year. 

Volumes unoped were lying mouldering, 

Vases whose flowers crumbled to the touch, 

Gems and rich ornaments, wére seattered round, 

AU useless and neglected. In a hall, 

Decked for the revel of the bright and young, 

Were lamps ail garlanded with withered flowers. 

And tables spread with rich untasted wines, 

And burdened with their weight of services. 

My fears grew tremulous, and I sat down, 

Reclining on the velvet now become 

Faded and ruined for the want of use, 

And tried to think of ail that had been hère ; 

But ever and anon my fancy made 

A Sound to startle me where none could be ; 

And forms were flitting in the twilight dim, 

Caused by the moon's uncertain brilliancy 

Of grotesque shapelessness, and mocking me 

With looks of grim défiance, 'till my brain 

Grew wild with terror, and I screamed, to mako 

A real sound to fright away my fears. 

But écho, waked from such.long slumbering. 

Gave back a hollow and hoarse moaning voice 

That made the place more awful than before. 

And shrieking in iny terror, I sprang up, 

Running frcwn room to room in my despair, 

Until from weariness I paused, at length, 

Within a chamber vast and desolate, 

Hung wîth a solemn tapestry of blaek. 

Upon a throne of marble, plain and firm, 

A giant skeleton sat stark and slifif, 

Holding a scepter in his bony hand. 

This, then, the prince of ail this fair outlay 

Of wealth — and loneliness! I mused — and woke, 

My head reclining on some few oîd letters 

I had been reading as the twilight faded. 

How like this city had my heart become ! 

Once it was fair, and garnished by Love's hand i 
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But Love WR8 banishedy and tbe monarch Self^ 
Hod died of his own loneliness. Once more 
I vowed to cal] Lore from his ezilement. 
And make tbe citj ail hia own again. 



FOREST SPIRITS; OR, THE WOODS OF THE WEST. 

Know ye the shades that inhabit our woods, 
The spirits that dwell in their deep solitudes ? 
Hâve ye not beard them away in tbe shade. 
And listencd with awe to the sounds that they made T 
And bave ye not trembled with fear, when alone 
Ye bave beard in tbe forest their low solemn tone ? 
Hâve ye not heard, when tbe tempest was nigh, 
Their voice in the wood like a mortars wild cry ? 
And did ye not bear, when the storm was allayed, 
Their low wailing sigh stealing out o'er the glade ? 
'Twas tbe yoices of spirits — I know wbere they dwell. 
And oft bave I listened the taies that they tell. 

Far away, in the forest's impervious gloom, 
Wbere tbe birds never sing, and the flowers never bloom, 
Wbere tbe darkness is deep as tbe midniglit can be. 
And the owl boots ail day in bis horrible glee ; 
Wbere the snake and the lizard crawl over tbe mould, 
A^nd feast in the darkness, tbe damp, and tbe cold — 
It is bere that the spirits that shriek and that moan, 
Retreut when tbe wratb of tbe tempest hath gone. 
And the taies that they tell are of wratb and of blood ; 
Of the fight on tbe plain, and the chase on the flood ; 
Of the wboop, and the yell, and tbe death of the brave. 
And of woman's wild wail o'er tbe warrior's grave ; 
their voice is as wild as tbe ocean-bird's cry, 
As it shrieks. o'er tbe wave, and rings up to tbe sky I 
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But in the deep shade of the violet dells, 

Are the spirits that tell us of lovers' farewells ; 

And we hear them at night wheii the flower-opîng bree^ 

Jost rustles the boughs of the leaf-laden trees. 

They tell of the love of the dark forest maid, 

Of the words that were said 'neath the willow-bough's shade-; 

Of the anger of rivais, the challenge to fight, » 

Of the death of the brave, and the funeral rite ; 

Of the maiden's mad sorrow ; and whispering wild, 

They tell of the grief of the chief for his child — 

That beneath the Iake's waters, so dark and so deep, 

The maiden sank down to her visionless sleep. 

And the girls of the forest at evening brought flowers, 

The fairest that grew iti their wild woodland bowers, 

^nd scattered them over the Iake's silver breast, 

And chanted a dirge that the spirit might rest. 

But 'twas whispered the maiden came up from the wave, 

To ramble at eve with her warrior brave ; 

And the spirits that dwell in the woodé caiîght the' tone 

Of the maiden*s low wail and the warrior *s moan ; 

And still at this hour, when the breeze wanders by, 

Breathe out in the forest their low moumful cry. 

Hâve you net been where the isilver beech flingeth 
Its arms o*er the spot where the wood-fountain springeth ? 
Where the fern and the wild-flower bend o'er its brim 
To gaze on their shadows so dark and so dim ; 
Where the moss like a carpet of velvet is spread, 
And its roots are inwove with the bright golden thread ; 
Where the vnintergreen berries like ruby-drops shine, 
And the turf is embroidered with wild cypress vine ; 
Where the brave olden trees, towering up to the blue, 
Let scarcely a glimpse of the golden day through ; 
Where the light îs as soft as the orange- tree's bloom, 
And the birds rarely sing, overpowered^ with perfume ? 
It was hejre that the tawny-browed queen of the wood 
Came to dream of her love in the dim solitude ; 
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And the spirits thnt watched o'er her slumbers repeat 
lo ibeir low silver voices, se clear and so sweet, 
A tbottsand soft murmure, the tonea of her love, 
Like the gufth of a fountain, the coo of a dove ; 

their voiee it as thrilling, their accent as wild. 

As tbe heart and the dream of the dark forest cbild ! 

Enow je tbe epirits that dwell by tbe river 

That rolleth its flood to the océan fore ver ; 

Tbat rusheth and roareth from mountain to plaîn, 

Till its thunder is lost in a sullen complaîn ? 

Hâve je not stood where the torrent was breakinç- 

Its tide on the rocks, til) eacb écho awaking, 

Hath joined in the chorus with torrent and river. 

And lengtbened the anthem fore ver and ever? 

Hâve je not been where the rivulet leapeth 

On tbrougb tbe shade where the willow-bougb weepetb, 

Olancing along in its beautifui motion, 

mi tbe river hath borne it awaj to the ôcean ? 

Ab, tbere are spirits bj brooklet and river, 

Where tbe giant trees grow or the frail flowers qmver. 

In tbe glen and tbe dell, bj tbe Iake and the fountain. 

In tbe sbadowj wood, on the pine-covered mountain — 

Not a spot where the foot of the wbite man can tread. 

But spirits are wbispering taies of tbe dead. 

Wttmé forests ! je statelj old woods of the West, 

In wbat glorious bues are jour aged boughs drest! 

Hoiw bravelj je stand in jour gorgeous pride, 

Becked out in tbe robes that old autumn hath d jed ; 

Tet mj heart hath grown sadder bj gazing on je. 

And list'ning tbe voices tbat sigh from eacb tree. 

For tbej tell of tbe red man — the cbild of tbe wood — 

And bis form seems to rise in tbe dim solitude ; 

And now wben tbe autumn winds sigh tbrougb the trees, 

His voice baunts mj ear witb eacb swell of the breeze ; 

1 bear bis low call, and bis step stealing bj, 

Tbe twang of the bow, and the bird's sudden crj— 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



FOREST SPIRITS I OR, TDE WOODS OF THE WEST. 



28 



A thottsànd wild murmurings tremble in air. 
And startle my spirit with thrillingd of fear ; 
Yet I love the wild music for breathing the tone 
Of âges gone by, and of races long flown. 
Old forests ! ye stand in your majesty yet, 
Bearing proudly the seal by the Deity set ; 
First temples of God — where His présence still seems 
^ To tremble yfce visions of angels in dreams ; 
Woi|ld tbat never thine echoes^ might wake to repeat 
The voice of the white man, the tread of his feet ; 
For the sbades which inhabit shall flee from thy dells, 
And the shelter be torn from thy wild-springing wells ; 
And tby shadowy recesses, dim as the nîght, 
Shall be oped ta the glare of the summer-day's light ; 
And thy soft mossy glades^ by the wood-blossom starred, 
By the tramp of his footsteps be stricken and marred. 
Where the pride of thy bosom now towers to the skies, 
Shall a temple of fanse in the future arise ; 
And man in the pride of his strength shall erase 
Of the forest*s wild grandeur each lingering trace. ^ 
Colurabia's forests ! how proudly ye wave 
O'er the white man's domain, and the Indian's grave ' 
Yet do ye not mourn that the sons of thy shado 
ELave been driven away from the homes they had made ? 
,Do not the wild spîrits in glade, glen, and dell, 
Echo moumfuUy over the Indian's farewell ? 
Or is it the farewell to man's first abode, 
Murmuring still from thy branches, great Mônd-harp of God ' 



Digitized by 



Google 



24 ELOISE. 



ELOISE. 



t 



NiOHT, lovely nun, had donned her sable vafl, 
And Boftlj as a dream bad stolen fortb 
From evening's sbadowy cloisters, and begun 
To ligbt ber vestal fires in beaven's bigb vault. 
Wben thèse were burning brigbt, sbe lifted up 
The moon*s great golden larap to heaven's midst, 
And shrinking from tbe ]}ght herself bad made, 
Fled to tbe sbadows of the woods and hills, 
To keep her boly vigil. Tbe tired eartb slept 
Softly as girlbood, ahd the air was still ^ 
As infant's breathing, save wben from tbe grdve 
Came tbe low murmur of dew-drîpping trees. 
And notes of nigbt-birds singing to tbeir loves. 
But it was burdened witb tbe sweets of flowers. 
And tbe ricb fragrance of magnolia trees, 
Tbat lifted tbeir proud, lovely beads afar 
Toward tbe brigbtness of tbe beamîng sky, 
As loving and imploring — as our soûls 
Go out in prayer to beauty, witb a gush 
Of boly tenderness we can not quell. 

Amid tbe scène, tbe only unblest tbing, 
Walked Manbood, witb bis bot and painful puise 
Tbrobbing witb scarce less fever even wben 
Night's boly présence cbided bis mad dreams. 
He walked and mused ; anon be ilung bis arms 
Witb passionate vebemence; and low words, 
Uttered witb empbasis tbat tbrilled tbe air, 
Came from bis writbing lips ; and bis bent head 
Was lifted not toward beaven — as if be feared, 
Or bad forgot its beauty. Tbus be strode, 
Muttering bis restless fancies to bimself. 
And making discord in night's silent bymn, 
Till from tbe sbadow of an orange grove 
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Flashed ont a sudden vision ; add a word 

Like one fine note of music caught his ear : 

" Albert^"-^but be started not witb joy 

Ai tbe sweet bidding. Sullenly he turned 

And gazed in silence, till from very fear 

Of tbis dark mood she fled into bis arms, 

And nestled timidly upon bis breast, 

And looked into bis face, and spoke agaîn 

His name in softest accents : " My Alberto !" 

Still did be gaze unmoved, until ber tears 

Forced from bis lips tbeir venom. " Eloise, 

Once to bave beld tbee tbus witbin my arms 

Would bave been bliss like beaven's. B4it tbou art folse — 

Most beautiful, but false." And with bis gaze 

Bent sternly on tbe pale and tearful face 

Turned upward to bis own, be pusbed ber back. 

And folded up bis arms. 

" Art tbou not mad, 
Dearest Alberto ; or is tbis a fraud, 
Tbougb strange and cruel, used to tr}' my love ? 
Tell me if tbou dost mean to test my trutb." 

" Tbou bi\st no trutb to prove, f?iir Eloise ; 
And I say tbou art false, wbo loved tbee most ; 
Tben spare us botb tbese feints and artful wcu ac>. 
I could forgive tbee if tbou didst not play « 

The actress witb me now. And now I go ; 
But ère I go. Fil say I do forgive tbee. 
God bless tbee, Eloise !" 

" One moment stay ! 
Leave me not, or I die, tbis bour and bere. 
My sensés are bewildered, and tbis seems 
An ill-timed jest tbat you will soon explain. 
You can not tbink me false. Ob, augbt but tbis ! 
Tell me your love is altered, or protest . 
That you bave never loved me : that would give 
8 
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Strength to my pride, and I could live and smile ; 
But part not from me with tbe crut\ charge 
That /am the one perjured." 

The stern man 
Was softened for a moment, and he took 
Thofie clasped hands in his own, and pressed a kiss 
Upon the cold, white brow, and laid her head 
Again upon his bosom. But the touch 
Recalled his iron will. " Nay, Ëloise, 
Why should I trust thee ? Haa not ail the world 
Learned this before I murmured, while I was 
The dupe of my own blindness ? Do not think 
I stoop to breathe reproaches. Never waste 
A thought upon my fortunes ; for I give 
My heart henceforward to ambition*s race, 
And worship famé alone. Beauty's wiles 
Shall never stay my footsteps — ^men shall be 
The instruments of greatness to myself, 
And ril forget that ever I did .dream 
Thi« vain and broken fancy of first love," 

As if an adder coiled about her form, 
She started from his arms. " Alberto, hear ! 
You charge my soûl with falsehood for no cause 
Save the world's idle babble ; cruelly 
You break asunder every tie that binds 
My very life to yours. I will not say 
Again that I am innocent, but tum 
Your charge upon yourself ; for never love 
Coldly and calmly thus relinqùished love. 
I know the bane that bas distilied this ruin. 
Go, give your manhood to it ! and whon âge i 

Oomes with its weary heart and feeble puise, 
Weigh then what you hâve gained against your loss ; 
I can divine the balance. Go ; farewell !" 

Alberto gazed upon that hueless face, 
WiÛï the dark, passionate eyes now bright with scorn. 
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And the lips ashen with the stifled pain. 
And the proud form more peerless in its pride, 
Till his brain swam with dizziness ; jet turned 
And followed his dark monitor> AmlHtion. *' * 

A half-score years had fled. Within a room, 
Where wealth and élégance combined with art 
To make a home for genias, as are set 
Rich gems in ânest gold, reclined a man, 
The master pf the place. The silken lounge 
Was placed beside a window, through which stole, 
Waving the parted eurtains, the sweet breath 
Of the young spring-timé ;-and it stirred bis hair, 
Daliying with the caris, un til it brought 
The memory of a time when a fair hand 
Had parted those dark locks upon hi^ broif , 
And twined the jeweled fingers with theîr shreds, 
While he pored over the tiroe-honored tome 
That fed his dreams of glory. And there came 
Over his heart a yearning to behold 
The idol of his youth, to which was given 
Ail his heart knew of love. That one last scène, 
Fraught with the destiny of both, came back 
With strange distinctness ; and a chilUng dread 
Haunted him likc a specter. 

Famé was won, 
And wealth and honor ; ail he boped and wished ; 
Yet he looked back upon a se^ of strife ; 
And forward, a wide désert met his view ; 
And what at best was life? When ail was won, - 
Then the désire was dead ; and loathingly 
He turned him from the spectacle that lay 
Within the gilded temple he had sought. 

Beneath the splendors of a southem sky, 
A palace reared its walls. Stately and fair, 
It rose amid a grove of fiowering trees, 
Whose perfume burdened ail the sunny air. 
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Fountains gushed in the ahade, and flowen blobmedy 
And vines were clambering over trellised walks, 
And balconies were radiant with bloom ; 
AH tbingB wîtbout w«re lovely ; and within 
Was a charmed dwellipg ; so much art, 
With wealth and skill, had fashioned that waa fair. 
But one who came, paosed at the outer gâte. 
And pondered long before he toûk his way 
Toward the high-arched portai. Tbere he paused, 
And laid his hand upon his beating heart 
To ttill iU sickening tumult. 
Menials bade 
The stranger enter softly, for that death 
Waa then within their walls. He hushed his heart. 
And queationed of them who had lately died ; 
And they told him this story : ** She who lies 
Shrouded in yonder chamber, has long been 
Bereft of reason, though so sweet and kind. 
And 80 majestic in her daily port, 
That none except her household ever knew 
The wildness of her fancies. But she had 
A phantasy that some oné, one Alberto, 
Was goné upon a pilgrimage, from which 
When he returned he'd claim her for his bride. 
And 80 she planned this palace and thèse grounds, 
And furnished ail things to reçoive her love. 
She had a portrait in a certain chamber, 
Which she said was Alberto's ; and a choir, 
Fashioned luzuriously, was set beside 
A table covered with the choicest books ; 
And hère she sat sometimes with her guitar. 
On a low ottoman, beside that chair. 
And thought that she was listened to by him ; 
And would look up, and smile, and chide his frowns ; 
But this was only in her wildest moods. 
At length her reason came, and she fell ill. 
And wasted with consumptioû. But she died 
In the room called Alberto's. 
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Our lady, sir, 
Waç rery beautifal, and you cao see 
The corse, if you désire." 

He foUowed them 
To the dim chamfoer of the white-robed dead, 
And saw them lift the pall, and then he spoke — 
" / am Alberto ; leave me hère alone !" 
Wondering, they tumed away, and he knelt down 
Beside the flower-strewn hier. 

At eve they came 
To rouse the stranger from his moumful watch ; 
But to their kind entreaties no reply 
Came from the mourner's lips ; and i^hen they raised 
His forehead from the bosom of the corse, 
They quailed with terror, for he too was dead. 
Her love had corne at length, and Death had wed them ! 



DJIEAMINGS OF LIFE. 

I 8LÏPT, and in my sleep I thought 

That I was in a dream — 
A dream so earnest and so strange, 

That even now I deem 
'Twas more than the vague phatitasies 

With which our slumbera teem. 



I thought 'twas night — O such a night f 

A night so strangely fair, 
When the stars smile down so angel-Iike, 

And througb the lucid air 
The moonbeams poured in a shining eloud 

Like a mass of golden hair l 
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Tbe sbadows of the summer trees 

Made columns dark and long 
Across the brightly sparkling turf, 

And their leaves kept up a song — 
A song they'd learned of the dreamy brook 

That 8ung as it flowed along. 

Oft hâve I heard that tune at night, 
As it came from the waving wood, 

When the breexe was reveling 'mong the boughs, 
And stirring the solitude ; 

And it ever filled my jouthful heart 
With a wild and yearning mood. 

I dreamed that I stood in a spot most like 

A place that I had seen, 
With its waving wood on a moonlit bank, 

And turf of dewy sheen, 
And its intertwining canopy, 

With the moon and stars between. 

The river that glided at my feet, 

And trilled its murmured tone, 
Had a sound like something I had heard 

In the blissful years agone ; 
And I marveled how I reached that place, 

Yet never the change had known. 

The long grasç wavedfrom the water's edge, 

And dipped in the silver tide ; 
And its shadow laid on the glittering waves 

As the lashes of some young bride 
Do droop o'er the clear, dark, shining well, 

Where her timid fcelings hide. 

I thought 'twàs strange I was standing there, 
Alone with the midnight moon. 
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And a shuddering fear thrilled through my veins 

As I listened the night-wind's tone ; 
And as it sighed in my unbound hair, 

I smothered a whispered moan. 

But the vision that rose in the yellour air 

Held my shuddering sensés still ; 
I could not speak, or breatbe, or stir, 

But a damp and deathly chill 
Bound with its icy grasp my heart, 

That it could not even thrill. 

A ghostly form, with silver hair 

Fîowing down to his feet, 
And a face so dark, and withered, and wild, 

And eyes that I dared not meet — 
So stony and cold they looked on me 

From brows as white as sleet. 

" Shall I show thee life ?" he spoke at length, 

But I answered not for fear ; 
And a mocking smile played on his face, 

So \yithered, and wild, and sere ; 
And I closed my eyes for a moment, till 

That look should disappear. 

But when I looked, in its wonted tîde 

My blood flowed fast and free ; 
And almost without knowing why 

I laughed in my careless glee ; 
And naught at ail of the st range old man 

Could my happy vision see. 

I seemed to stand on that moonfit bank 

With a form on either side, 
Of friends I had known in girlhood*s days 

Ere either the world had tried — 
Of a girl in her earliest loveliness, 

And a boy in youth*8 first prido. 
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Her arma were twined about my form ; 

I looked into her eyes ; 
The Hght thai shone in their atarrj depths 

Was as clear as sammer skies ; 
And her face had thai pure spirit-look 

That any sin défies. , 

H»r dark curls laid upon my neck, 

Her clear cheek to my own, 
And her gentle breath perfumed the ahr 

Like hjracinths half-blowii ; 
While words of sweetest poetry 

Wreathed with her muslc tone. 

The proud boy marked her soft, low words ; 

His tonea grew wiid and deep. 
And 1 felt the heart so near my own 

More passionately leap, 
And (he warm blood to her rose-leaf cheek 

In a swift torrent sweep. 

And still we three held eonverse there, 

Beneath the midnight moon, 
Nor tbought that the nîght was waning fast, 

And the stars would yery soon 
Grow wan and pale in the misty air» 
' As if sinking in a swoon ! 

37ie scène was changed. In a vaulted hall 

I sat amid a crowd, 
And round me pressed an eager throng 

Of the gifted and the proud ; 
And ail to the might of éloquence 

In quiet rapture bowed. 

I almost hushed my breath to hear, 
• Yet strongly my heart beat ; 
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Anà I dreamed it would be bliss to live . * 

Forever at his feet. 
Ai the feet of him whose elpquepce ' 

Wàs se strangely grand and sweet ! 

But a sudden thouglit dashed on mj braîn» 

The thôught of that night in June, 
When a boy atood on th© river bank, 

Beneath the midnight moon ; 
And I knew the son of famé was ha 

I had known in years agone ! 

Then I thought of the girl with the dreamy eyet» 

But ère my thoiights were shapéd, 
I seemed to stand beside a hier 

With sable velvet draped ; ' , 

And a man knelt there in agony, . 

ûf which no Sound escaped. 

And I seemed to read the hidden past 

As it were from out a book ; 
I knew full well why that strong man 

In 8uch mute anguîsh shook ; 
And I shrunk awày from h\m, nor dared 

Upon his grief to look. 

ffe was the boasted idol-shrine' 

Round whieh a nation bowed ; 
And the wild acclatm of worshipers — 

The blinding incense*cloud — 
Had hidden too long the idolater 

Now folded in her shrond. 

Another change — ^and a noble man, . * 

With brow of kingly pride, 
Trod proûdJy through a gîitteHng throng 

With a fair girl by his side ; . 

And I knew by her sriowy vail and wreath 

She was a youthful bride. 
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I remembered the. fatr aod shrouded form 

I had seea upon the bier. 
And almost without knowing why, 

My spirit quailed wjth fear ; 
And though I strove to he ai ease 

I could not see or hear. 

Ofèce more 1 stood on that moonlit bank, 
And that old man gazed on me, 

And hts stony eyes shone with disdain 
As he asked " Wouldst thou now see 

Aiiother page in the book of life — « 

A page fiUed out for thep ?" 

I could not bide that old man's smile^ 
It shone through the yellow air 

With such a wild derisive gleam, 
And his eyes had such a stare— 

A stare so frozen and icy cold 
That surely they could not glare. 

Again my curdlîng blood stood still ; 

I struggled to even moan ; 
rhe old man smiled a pitiful smile, 

And I sank into a swoon ; 
Nôr dreamed again, 'till from my sleèp 

I was wakened by the tune 
Of the night-wind in the waving wood, 

And the brightness of the moon. 
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KATE. 

I KNOW one — I wish you knew her, 

Dark-eyed, rose-lipped, darling Eate ! 
Many an eye's bright cynosure, 

Many a fond beart's star of fate. 
Stately as the lily-blossom. 

And as queenly and as fair ; 
Witb no sin in her young bosom, 

On ber brow no sbade of care. 

Sbould you see ber you would love' ber; 

Ail wbo ever knew her do ; 
But I fear you can not move ber 

To confess tbat sbe loves you. 
For the little witcb is wicked, 

In a pretty, barmless way, 
And if you sbould seem tormented, 

Would deligbt to say you " nay." 

Half-a-dozen dimples hover 

'Mong the roses on ber cheek ; 
Sbould sbe smile, you'll soon discover 

How tbey play at bîde-and-seek. 
And ber smile is just the fleetest, 

Brigbtest, most enchanting smile! 
And ber merry laugb the sweetest 

You will bêar in many a mile. 

From ber pure and cbild-like forebead 

Many a dark-brown silken tress, 
Simply and demurely braided, 

Still betrays ber loveliness. 
And the eyelids' long dark lasbes 

Hâve a most provoking art, 
Drooping wben the soft eye flasbes 

Witb the trutb of ber wild beart. 
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Should she let them smile iipon you 

Witli theîr own peculiar light, 
Keep your heaviest srmor on joa» 

For there's mischief in the sprite. 
If yott hâve the hmirt of buman, 

She will pilfer it away ; 
And 80 tlyly» how the woman 

Oot it you couid never say. 

But with ail is Kate the dearesty 

Kindtist little girl on earth ; 
With an eye and noul the clearest. 

And the toftest in their mirth. 
Btately ai the ]i1y-blos8om, 

And ai qtfeenly and ai fair» 
With no sin in her young bo60iii# 

On ber brow no shade of oare. 



THE OLD MAN*S FAVORITE. 

Do yott ask where she bas fled — 
Fanny, with the laughing eyes ? 

Should I tell you *'Sbe îs dead," 
You would mimic tean and sighs. 
And prétend a sad surprise. 

Yester-week, wben you were hère, 
She was sitting on your knee, 

WhbperiDg stories in your ear 
With an air of mystery, 
And a roguish glance at me. 
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Fanny'8 beart was always light, 

Light and free as plamed bird ; 
When sbe glfinced witbin our sigb^ 

Or ber meriy voicè we beard, 

Music in our bearts was ^tîrred. 

Ask you stîll wbere Faiiny htdes ? 

I will tell you by and by ; 
Look you wbere tbe river glides» 

In wbose deptbs tbe sbadows lie, 

Mingied of tbe eartb and sky. 

Fanny always loved tbat spot ; 

Tbere ber favorite âowers grew^ 
Violet, Forget-me^not, 

And tbe Iris' gold and blue, 

Witb its pearly beads of dew. 

Oft on tbe old rustie bridge, 

Made of supple bougbs entwined, 
Hanging from eacb mai^n's ridge 

Like a bammock in tbe wind, 

Fanny fearlessly reclined. 

And sbe told me, wbile ber eyes 

Filled witb tears of cfaildidb bliss, 
Tbat sbe coald see Paradise, 

From ber roeking resting-place, 

Mirrored in tbe river's face ; 

Tbat sbe saw tbe tall trees wave ; 

Brigbt-winged birds among thér bowen ; 
And a river tbat did lave 

Banks o'ergrown witb faîrest flowers. 

And a sky more brigbt tban ours. 

Tben sbe asked, witb sucb a imile 

As an angel face migbt wcar, 
If sbe watcbed a long» long wbile». 
4 
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8he ihould see her mother there» 
Wulking in the groves so fair. 

When to toothe the child I saîd, 
8he thould lee mamma ia heaven» 

To that frail old bridge she sped 
Aê if wingt to her were given ; 
And — but look — j(m see 'tb rirent 

Ah I you itart— your looks are wild — 
Cfilm yourself old man, I pray ; 

Fanny wat an angel ohîld, 
And *tit well she's gone away 
To her Paradise so gay I 



QUEEN MARY*S LOVER. 

Tmiri the warrant, lovely Mary, thine the hand tbat writes my 

dooml 
Thott shalt see how dies a lover when bis mistress opes bis tomb ; 
Ifatohless Mary, divine Mary» Love's and Beauty's peerless queen» 
Death bas not a pang to daunt me, not a terror Uiat can banni 

me; 
Wbat thau sendest (o me, Mary, I can meet witb smiling mien. 

Oall me not an impious traitor 1 he who loves so well as I 

Hell nor beaven oould make disloyal, tbougb bis madness make 

bim die. 
Heaven préserve tbee wben I perisb otber friends that are as 

true; 
Traitors* gilded snares may find tbee, and tbeir cuntiing toils 

may bind tbee, 
Then may love like mihe, Mary, live ià show îts trutb to you. 
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Thou hast saved thine honor, Mary ; ihou hast kept tby stainless 

name; 
Be my loyal blood the voucher for tby spotlessness of famé ; 
But its worth will be diminished by the price Tvhich thou hast 

given, 
And tby secret heart rebelling, to tby soûl will ère be telling 
That tby traest lover waits thee on the confines of his heaven. 

Was I a traitor, West Mary, wben I saw thee kneeling there 
In thy chamber's holy silence, sending up tby evening prayer ? 
Not the holy Virgin Mother could more pure or glorious seem ; 
And when from thy lips ascending, my name with tby God's was 

blending — 
Mary, Mary, as immortal as my soûl will be that dream ! 

Did I wrong her wbom I worshiped, was her beauty made profaqe ? 
Let my life-blood pay the penance, and remove the blushing stain; 
Still the daring sin committed wbich the queen can not forgive, 
In thy wpman's soûl repenting, finds a generous relenting, 
Wbich while it would slay the subject, would stiil bid the lover 
live. 

God protect thee, beâuteous princess, T^hen the faithful are no 

more, 
God's guidmg angels pilot thee to Time's etemal sbore ; 
Though thy subject, Mary, fears not death, bis heart doth sorely 

bleed, 
For the future opes before him, and the prophètes vail falls o'er 

him. 
And be sees for thee, sweet, hapless queen» a '' time and hour of 

need." 

The sullen bell is toUing that calls me to miy doom ; 

Another morning's sun will sbine upon thy lover's tomb ; 

I see thee at thy casement high, tby face bedewed with tears — 

O fare-tbee-wt 11, my soul's bright queen, this sight divine that I 

bave seen, 
Of Mary wéeping at my death, is worth a life of years 1 
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A REVERIE. 

NoT from fancy's land of wondera 

Corne the dreams that banni my brain» 
But from oat the past's dim chamben 

Glide anon the shadowy train. 
On eacb pale and solemn visage 

Is some old remembrance prest, 
Some old memory that^ hath lingered 

Ever fadeless in my breast. 

And as troop on troop of visions 

Through thought's sitent halls défile, 
Lîke the ancient ghosts that wander 

Through some lone cathedral aisle. 
New-born fancics mix and mingle 

With the old familiar ^hrong, 
And the Past and Présent meeting, 

Form the river-tide of song. 

Dreams of présent bave no power. 

And no grandeur like the past ; 
Glory borrows its enchantment 

From the distance it is cast ; 
But the présent is the wizard 

That can break obliyion's seal. 
And the " dead past's dead" unburied, 

By a magie word reveal. 

Irtfe bas many hidden currents, 

Like the cave-streams of the earth, 
Flowing deep and strong in secret, 

Ne'er bétraying bourne or birth ; 
But the flood in darkness wandering 

With no flôwer upon its way, 
Has its course *mong richer treasurea 

Than bave met the bh&ze of day. 
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Light that sometimes shmes iipon it 

Finds it deep, and pure, and cold ; 
And the starry gleam reflected, 

Leavés no bosom secret told. 
In my spirit's depths are hidden 

Treasureâ gathered from ail ïïfe : 
Pearls of thoaght» and gold of feelîng, 

Moveless with the current's strife. 

In life's lively panorama, 

Looking for what 18 to be> 
We forget to note the présent 

Ere the changing phantoms flee ; 
But as cloads by tempests driven 

Scatter rain-drops as they fly, 
Many golden sands hâve fallen 

Where they must forever lie. 

In my heart the silver treble 

Of thèse broken notes of song, 
Makes no discord in the music 

As it flows in waves along ; 
For the spirit of my dreaming 

Sings me ail the missing notes» 
And the strain to you so broken 

Perfect to my hearitig floats. 
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THE POETS HARP OF SORROWS. 

Thou hast been silent long» harp of my sorrows, 
I had thought ne'er to touch thy cbords agaia ! 

But grief closed in the heart such sternness borrows, 
It is relief to waken thy eomplain ; 

And I bave yeamed to lay my beart on tbee, 

And let its throbbings wake a symphony. 

I bave a vision in my beart — 

A vision of years long gone by — 
And from almost oblivion start , 

A tbousand links of memory. 
I Bce a dimly smiling band 

Far back upon the stream of time ; 
And frîendship's wreath from hand to hand 

Links sunniest flowers of sunny clime. 

I see them faintly though se near ; 

I gaze into their smiling eyes ; 
And from their soft warm lips I hear 

The gushing of old mélodies. 
But they are passing; as I gaze 

The light fades from each smiling brow ; 
Unlike that dream of by-gone days, 

A specter-band glides by me now. 

My eyes are dim with unshed tears 

That bum like fire, but will not flow ; 
My vision hath recalled the years, 

The light-winged, bright-hued long ago. 
I hear the caroUng of birds» > 

And murmur of a gurgling stream, 
A low sweet laugh, and pleasant words. 

And eyes long closed with brilliance beam. 
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I seem to feel the fragrant breath 

From bnght, sweet lips, now pale and cold ; 
And forms corne from the îand of death 

To cluster round me as of old. 
And one most fair of that fair band 

Srailes in my face wif.h her pure eyes. 
And the warm touch of ber soft band 

Thrills me with long-gone ecstasies. 

Art thou too fled ? In my embrace 

I clasp naught but the viewless air ; 
[ gaze not in thy smiling face, 

O where art thou, my sweet bride, where ? 
Dost call me with thy gentle tone ? 

And yet I can not follow thee 1 
I see thee not — I am alone ; 

come again, sweet bride, to me. 

waiï, my harp it was a dream — 
A sweet déception, blessing me. 

And passing as a cloud-rent beam 

Of sun upon a troubled sea. 
Thy trembling chords may sadly shake, 

My heart-strings quiver like thine own. 
And by their tension soon must break, 

Then breathe for me thy pensive moan. 

Not yet, not yet ; O cease not yet, 

Though sad the " burden of thy song ;" 

The restless spirit soon will. set 

That hath disturbed thy chords so long. 

What strains ! O ne ver had thy strings 
So much of ravishment as this ; 

1 hear the rustling swoop of wings — 

My bride ! Death, thou comest in bliss ! 
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I BIT in the darkness ail alone 

And list to the night-wind's whispered rnoan, 

That is not as sad as my spirit's toné^ 

Nor any tbiog else can be ; 
For in this starless, moonless night, 
With not a ray save the spirit's ligbt, 
I am musing o'er leaves, some sad, some bright, 

In the book of memory. 

A thousand dim forms around me glide, 

And circle me in on every side, 

And theîr présence urges the buming tide 

Of thought upon my soûl. 
A fever is scorching heart and brain. 
And buming in every throbbing vein, 
And sudden thrills of a wild, fierce pain 

Are mocking ail control. 

It is but my troubled dream, I know ; 
But the very darkness seems to glow. 
And the stars to wander to and fro, 
With a red and fiery gleam. 

for a ray of the blessed lîght, 

To break the gloom of this fearful night» 
And banish this vision from my sight, 
And waken me from my dream. 

1 did not think, when I sat me hère, 

That the night would seem so dark and drear. 
Or the air so full of forms of fear ; 

But I wished to sit and think. 
In the breathless stillness of the night, 
Of a lofty being, pure and bright, 
Who had taught my spirit of the «niglit 

Of his own soiû to drink. 
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And I dared to think that there might be 

In the future's unseen treasurj 

A long-craved boon reserved for me, 

The blessed boon of love ! 
But the past came up before mine ejes/ 
And I saw in dim succession rise 
A thousand older memories, 

£ach one with sadness wore. 

And a shadow o'er my spirit come. 
And darker grew the midnight gloom, 
And wilder, busier grew the hum 

Of voices from the past ; 
Till I yielded up mj hope in fear. 
And shuddered in the darkness drear, 
Too wildly sad to weep a tear — 

To hope it might not last. 

And still I sat when hope was dead. 
And did not dare to raise my hcad, 
For fear the vision was not fled, 

tJntîl a single star 
Burst from the night-clouds' gloomy maze^ 
And broke on my bewildered gaze 
In one intense and glorious blaze. 

And darkness fled afiir. 



BEAUTY. 

I HÂTE seen a gay, young, vo'atile créature, 
With a form graceful as Hebe's, and a smile 

Full of ail winning witchêries ; and featurcs 
Blended to snch pure symmetry, that while 

You strove to tell where most of beauty laid, 

Tho délicate whole mingled in one soft shade, 
With violet eyes, and drooping lids that looked 
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Like a soft pearl-cloud on the summer sky, 

And fair, smooth brow where purity seemed booked 
Nevcr to be erased ; and lips that vie 

With the young rosebud, that ever and anon 

Parted with smiles and snatches of sweet song ; 
And hair bright as a gold-edged cloud, that hung 

In rippled ringlets round the soft, white neck, 
And o'er the carminé of the young cheek flung 

A richer glow, such as tints from shadows take. 
A form ail symmétry, with délicate feet, 

And pretty dimpled hands and rounded arois, 
And motions full of grâces, such as meet 

To make perfection in one lovely form ; 
And I did love her that sbe was to me 
Thé witching embodiment of poetry. 

And I kncw one of a less lovely face, 

With form less fairy-like and beautiful, 
With motions not so full of perfect grâce, 

But whose chief charm was loveliness of soûl !, 
Yet she was beautiful ; y ou should hâve seen 

The soft eye lighten, and the restless lip, 
Tremulous with lofty sentiment, and been 

A listener to the glowing thoughts that leap 
P'rom the deep-welling fountains of lier heart, 
And watched the play of feelings as they'd siiwt, 

Bringing the éloquent blood to her fair brow, 
Deep'.ning the color in her tell -taie eye. 

And blending her whole being in the glow 
That wraps her spirit in such ecstasy. 

Then had you known what 'tis to feel the charm 
Of ail that's beautiful in our fair earth ; 

For her mind fed on loveliness, nor form, 
Keal nOi spiritual, that has its birth. 

But was familiar to her délicate eye, 
' Until her spirit becamè poetry ! 

And her I loved for beauty that is given 

To make us less of earth and^ more of heaven. 
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ONE OF OUR POETS. 

Oft my fancy draws the pjcture, and for evermore lie seems 
Sitting sileiit in his chamber, brooding o*er his wondrous dreams ; 
Sitting motionless and weaving visions in his mighty brain — 
Visions soft, and pure, and glowing, and with scarce an earthly 

stain — 
Wéaving into tbem his being, ail its pleasures and its pain. 

Coyly through the open éasement steals the fragrant air of June, 
Hiimming to itself the n^urmur of the, woodland's pleasant tune; 
Lifting up the silken curtain, through which cornes the ruby tinge 
Glowing in the chamber's twilight, toying with the golden fringe, 
Prisoning the window-roses in its tassel-tangled swiiige. 

Fitful gleams of yellow sunlight flash across the velvet floor, 
As the breeze in rising gladness lifts the curtain more and more. 
And a smile seems stealiûg over the dim faces in the room, 
*Till the pictured wall looks breathing through the goft and dreamy 

gloom. 
Antique jewels seem to sparkle, and to wave the bending plume. 

Nothing cares the silent dreamer that those picturos, old and dim, 
Give more «ense of hfe and motion to the gazer's eye than him ; 
Little heeds he sun or shadow, pleasant sounds or fnigrant air ; 
He is in a world whose visions are a thousand times more fair, 
Musing, speechless with enchantment, on the glôrious beauties 
there. 

More and more the curtain flutters, and upon the dreamer's hair 
Falls the crimson glow of sunset, r'esting in a halo there ; 
On a brow so proud and pensive fitly placed the glory seems — 
Looking like the lingering radîance borrowed in his land of dreams, 
Broken, as the ciirtain flutters, into bright and changing gleams. 
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But anoii the sun îs settingr, and tbe breeze bas died away. 
And 4be curtain and the sunbeam cease to qtiiver and to play. 
And the spell so deeply woven round the d reamer seems to parU 
TU] tbe tid« of lîfé cornes rushiog faster fr^ra bis fettered heart, 
And hÎB own unconsciona miimrars wake him wîth a sudden start. 

Hard up<m bis fevered eyelids presses be bis trembling band, 
.While a troop of %bite-wînged vision» tanisfa a( fais ssid command ; 
Still he munnurs lightly k> tbem, wbispers to them o*er and «'er. 
As bi paces, in tbe twiligbt» noiselessly tbe cbamber floor, 
Mi^marifig ever, .like a river, one same sound, and tbat Lenore ! 

Talking to bis love in beaven, she wbo never fôaves bis side, 
Hovering near, a winged spirit, still bis angel and bis bride ; 
Counting ceasalessly tbe boarded treasures of bis memory's store ; 
Buming out lib beart m incenae at tbe sbrine be loved of yore» 
Btkwiled by tbe ''rare and radiant'' maiden of bis beart. Lésion, 



A DUET. 
< 

maiÀM BT rRAirOBB a., and STDIL BT MBTTA V. FULLER. 

"Thbre's a strange glow upon tby cbeek to-day, 

And an unnatural laster in tbine eye ; 
And often o*er tby red lip's restless play, 

Tbe moumful tones steal forth and quivering die. 
Miriam, tby glance doth startle me as strange, 

There is sucb deep întenseness in its gaze ; 
Surely tby beart batb felt some sudden change — 

Some beavy sorrow on tby spirit laya." 
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f ''Nay> mark not that the varyiDg tide of tbougbt 

Hath taken, for once, more tfaan Us usual glow , 
Of ever-burning sadness > it b naught ; 

Then do not pain thy.breittt with thougbts dî woe. 
True, my cheek burns^ bul witb mère eame&tness/ 
. * The forbe of ferfngs in my beart untôlii — 
f Thougbts which lisherish npt, nor cari repress, 
Not of wild sorrow, nôr yet calmly cold/* 

'■ ** Ah, sister ! ia tbis ait? Thou canst not bide 
The secret sadnes» wearing Hfe away ; 

* The bîttemess that in thy bea«t dotk bide, 

DwelUog in itt stiîl tlepths by night and day. 
I tell thee I bave Jieard thee in thy sléep 
\ Murmuring strange, inournful w«rds, that erer seem 
So low and yet so wild, tbey make me weep 

To think thy beart is breaking jntby dream?' 

' " Do I then murraur in my sleep to tbee, 

Betraying the sad fancies in my brain ? ^ 
• ' Sleep hath its own world* — reality 

Thou shouldst not link with its unreal pain. 
Sybil, dear sister, lay thy cheek to raine — 
Talking of grief bas even made me sad ; 
Whisper of love — po other love but thine ! 

And talk to me as thougb you detmed me ^lad/* 

" Ab, my own Mîriam ! bas no other love 

No whisper — n6 unutter^ble thrill — 
Has thy warm beart, o'er-freigbted like the dçve, . .- 

With riches of affection, now grown g/iS& ? * 

Surely the past, the bright, the lovely past, 

Hath dreamy taies of love, and life, anà blisa; 

* You do not deem such joys too bright to last — 

Tbînk of those hours and they will brigàten tbis;" 

*' Talk. not of iovef there's that witbin my heart, 
Whereon it falls as living fird would fall « 
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Upon an unclosed wound ; and memories start 
Fearfttl as specters from beneath the pall 

Of the unbaried dead ) no more, no more ! 
Never say anght again to me of bliss, 

Smce it is coupled with tbe empty lore 

Of earth's vain love— away, away wîtb this." 

**0 Miriam, busb I it frigbtens me to mark 

The cbilling stemness of tby tone and look : 
Thine eye hath grown so clear, and bright, and dark» 

Its tbrilling glance mine own can bardly brook. 
Speak not tbus, sister; Sybil's love is true. 

And ^here are others of strong faitb» and sure ; 
For *mid tbe false of earth, a very few 

Still keep tbeir trast boly, and high, and pure." 

"There may be yet a few, and may it be 

Thy blessed fate to meet them in tby life ; 
But / reck not for any, for to me 

Ail life is weariness — ail passion strife. 
Yet place tby band upon my heart and feel 

How wildly rushes life's impatient tide ; 
But let it chafe ! it bas no power to steal 

Tbe strengtb away of a yet mightier pride. 

" Sybil, tby years are few, and mine are so, 

Yet bave I leamed wbat yet you bave not known, 
And I pray God that you may never know ; 
. But tbou didst catch the low, half-smothered moan, 
Breathed by a spirit weary of its chains — 

Pining in bondage of a scomful will, 
That will not listen to its sad complains. 

But stemly chides, and bids its voice be still." 

" Miriam, Miriam ! bas tbe withering blîght 

Of somô chill frost fell on thy heart's sweet flowers» 
Freezing the dew-drop that so pure and bright 
Nurtured tbeir bloom in thy life's sunny hours ? 
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Has some false hand dared thy rich hopes to crush, 
And made tbe sunlight of thy dreaming dim ? 

Then every sob of grief and sorrow hush — 
Sybil could feel but scom for such as him/' 

Ay, scom for him — ^but would this make thee love 

Thy blighted life the more, that thy proud heart 
Found refuge in disdaîn ? It would but prove 

How deep the wound, how fell the laden dart. 
But no, I mourn not for the love of one. 

But for the shadows of distrust that cling 
To every show of yirtue, till the sun 

Of life's sweet hope is darkened by its wing." 

** But is it just or gênerons thus to think 

The world is naught but frailty and deceit, 
Because one hand hath rudely broke the link 

That bound thy love to him in fetters sweet ? 
My gentle sister, tkou should be too true 

To let distrust darken thy sunny way ; 
For still some hànd around thy feet will strew 

Such flowers of love as fade not in a day." - 

" 'Tis well thou thinkest gentîy of the world. 

But talk no more of its weak faith to me ; 
My heart's sweet dream is broken— ^ver furled 

My spirit's drooping pinion ; and to be 
A skeptic of earth's eamestness and truthk 

Even hath a bitter pleasure ; though so stern 
It seems to thee that the fuU heart of youth 

Hath laid its treasures in love's crumbling um." 

" Miriam, my sister, bitterly I grieve 

That thou shouldst throw life's purest gems aside, 
And smile in very mockery to give 

Their richness at the shrine of chillîng pride. 



Digitized by 



Google 



62 



THE MIDNI6HT BANNER. 



O it û bettèr tbat our faith and love 

A thousand times were trampled in the dust, 

Than wiih suoh calm, cold, throbless hearts to move 
ThroQgh the fair earth alone — ^no hope — no trust** 



THE MroNIGHT BANNER, 

Onok upon a nîght of sorrow. 
Bat I waiting for the morrow, 
With my hand upon mj forehead. 

And a grief upon my heart ; 
One I loved had rashly spoken 
Words by which our hearts are broken- 
Fatal words, of bitter meaning, 

Such as force our souk apart; 
And I sat in tearless sorrow 

TiU the midnight should départ. 

Then, to cool the fever buming 
Like a flame my forehead, turning 
To the closely-curtained window, 

I had drawn the folds aside ; 
When I saw, a)l bathed in moonlight» 
Floating in the face of midnight, 
Like a robed and winged spint, 

A dark banner, long and wide, 
Streaming out upon the nîght- wînd 

In its lone and solemh pride. 

With a motion slow and oven, 
Up against the starry heaven, 
Floated that mysterious banner ; 
L\ke a proud and mournful souI» 
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Brooding o'er a sorrow hîdden 
Ib a heart-cell, which, unbidden, 
Human eye may ne'er discover-^ 

Human love may not console; 
Sadly and in silence mourning 

Fate which nothing can control. 

Like a disembodied spiiit, 

Tfae wan moon was hovering near it» 

3^ith a face ail dim and pallid, 

Just above the banner's heigiit ; 
While it kept its murmuring motion, 
Like a wave upon the océan. 
Or a sigh within a bosom 

Struggling back from human sight ; 
Heedless of the spirit shedding 

Round it her caressipg light 

Long I gazed, almost forgetting 
My own grieving and regretting. 
On that dark, mysterious banner, 

Floating on the midnight wind ; 
And I borrowed from its seeming 
Thoughts in that strange hour of dreaming» 
That hâve left undying tokens 

Of themselvejs upon my mind ; 
And my spirit gathered from them 

Knowledge holy and refined. 

Ail the wildness of my madness 
Altered to a calmer sadness-^ 
IJnder that dim banner marshaled, 

Memory viewed her countless bost ; 
And my soûl looked on confessing, 
With a murmured prayer and blessing, 
Ëach endearing réminiscence 

In the tide of passion lost ; 
And a thrill of hope and gladness 

My tumultuous bosom crossed. 
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Then tfae banner, like my spirit, 
Ceased to warer, and more near it 
Rode the pale mooD, slow descending 

To the chambere of the west ; 
And then for one blissful minute, 
The dark banner held within it 
The pale spirit's lovely vision, 

Like a face within a breast ; 
And I knew bj that sweet omen 

I should be forgiven and blessed. 



THE COUNTRY ROAD. 



I LOYE to muse along the tracery 
Of a provincial road. The gaudy town, 
With its full streeto, ito busy, care-browed throng, 
May furnish food, ay, ample food for thought ; 
But such reflections as come o'er us there 
Are feverish and unhealthy. But to me 
There ts sweet company in the old trees 
That fling their shadows o'er the sunny way ; 
Whose murmur of innumerable leaves, 
Broken by bursts of joyous harmony, 
From the gay, bright-plumed choir, or by the quick, 
Low, musical chatterîng of the small, 
And many habitants of the old wood — 
To find a flower, that half-concealed by leaves, 
Had bloomed unseen (so many flowers of life 
Are passed unheeded by, and careless feet 
Trample them in the dust) ; ail thèse baye tonguea, 
That murmur in soft discourse to the heart. 
The very shadows on the dnsty way, 
Chaogeful and restless, mock the swinging boughs 
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That suit their motion to the fitful breeze, 

And whisper mu&ic to the dream-bound soûl* 

But tnost of ail, I love to notice where 

The feet of other wayfarers bave fallen. 

Such is the willingness with whicb we look 

Into the bearts of others, to find out 

The secret of their misery or bliss ; 

That as I gaze upon the brief impress 

Of feet whose owners I bave never known, 

A shadow of their character will cross 

The vision of my fancy like a truth. 

Deep in the dust, and almost half erased, 

I see the traces of a pondérons shoe ; 

The wearer hath trod heavily ; perhaps 

Bordened with care; as weâried with the toîl 

Of tedious miles ; for when the heart beats low 

The blood flows but reluctantly, and life 

Perforras its functions wearily, with care. 

But hère, and hère, a little unshod foot 

Hath pressed but lightly, as with smiling eyes 

And bounding heart its infant owner tripped 

Laughing along, perchance to school and books^ 

May be to gather flowers for good grandma — 

Or yet to roam m search of winter stores 

Of brown, delicious nuts. 

And here's a prînt 
Of a small slippered foot, and just beside 
A larger and a heavier impress. 
And now the mind with fancy's pencil draws 
A picture of a pair, a beautiful pair, 
Of young and love-eyed beings, who, with lips 
Lpvely and éloquent, breathe impassioned dreams, 
Fashioned m hearts filled with the loveliest 
And gentlest thoughts, and told in whlspered words 
Inspired by scènes as fuU of love as is 
The countenance of Kature, They hâve talked, 
Confiding in each other, till the chain 
Of subtlest sympathy that binds our hearts 
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Hatli linked theirs in blest unison, and made 
life seem a fairy-land of ligfat and love. 
But they are gone ! I now no longer see 
The tracery of their footsteps ; but I go 
Still dreaming on ; and I if ill hâve a world 
Of beautiful images ; and some, perhaps, 
Bsd, sad ones, too; but thèse will make the heart 
More grateful for its joys, and give a shade 
To the too brilliant coloring of its dreams. 



SONG OF THE EAGLE- 

I'm the child of light, yet the darkest night 

No terrors hath for me, 
For the storm I ride, in a monarch's pride. 

Or skim o'er the heaving sea. 
When lowering cloud^, like sable shrouds, 

Wrap the earth in deepest gloom, 
I join the surge in the funeral dirge, 

O'er the sailor's watery tomb. 

•- 
And I love to rest on the summit crest 

Of the proudest mountain's height, 
While the clouds below lie like wreaths of Bnow> 

Yieldîng bornage to my might. 
In my prîde I go where eternal snow 

Has crested the mountain's brow, 
And laugh at the storm, and the blackened form 

Of the thre^tening clouds below. 

Mid the lightning's flash, and the thunder's crasb, 

I scream for my own delight, 
For I love to hear, so loud and clear, 

My voice ringing out in the night 
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Not 80 proud a one ever gazed on the sua 

As the eagle bird, I trow, . 
Stooping to rest on the towering crest 

Of the highest mounîtain's brow. 

In the pride of a Jcing, with folded wing, 

I gaze on ruined Tyre ; 
By Heaven's decree it was given to me. 

And no power to give is higher. 
From land or sea God hatfa chosen me. 

And a favored bird am I — 
The gifted of Heaven, to whom power is given 

Over earth, and sea, and sky. 

I care not for earth, though I had my birth 

On the proudest height she owns ; 
And l'd rather ride o'er old ocean's tide 

Than sit on her rocky thrones. 
But I love the suii, arid could I hâve woa 

A home in its realms of light, 
With a laugh of scorn from this earth l'd tum. 

And soar to my home in delight. 



AUTUMN. 

AuTTTMN breezes now are blowing, 
Groves with rainbow colors glowing, 
Flowers dim and faded growing, 

Fading with the year! ' 

Louder sounds the rushing river, 
More the forest leaves do quîver, 
Through the boughs the wild winds shiveiV 

With a voice of fear. 
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Wildly sweet b ite low moaDÎDg, 
Our sad hcarta with rapture tomng» 
Everj chord its power ownÎDg» 

Yielding a soft thrill ; 
Clouds across the sky are straying 
Leaves in whirling eddies playing, 
Birds tfaeir farewell notes essaying» 

Making concert shrill. 

Spirits tbrongh the earth are gliding» 
In the forest shadows hidtng, 
Mouming for the short ahîding 

Of earth's witching bloom : 
Hear them when the daylight endeth» 
When the dusky eve descendeth» 
And her sable pinion blendeth 

AU things into gloom. 

Heed them when the clouds are flying» 
In low, solemn whispers sighing, 
From each little nook replying, 

With a wail of fear : 
List them where the insect hummeth, 
Where ihe misty sunlight cometh, 
Where the tiny cascade foameth, 

Making music clear. 

Boam by wood, or field, or river, 
Everywhere their voices quiver, 
With a sweet, low cadence ever, 

Mouming beauty's doom ! 
Silence now more silent seémeth, 
Each bright planet brighter beametb, 
And the young moon colder gleameth 

Through the solemn gloom. 

Now do I go forth communîng, 
My wild spirit rapture owning. 
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Tfarilling to the whispered moaning 

Of the spirit choir; 
Fountains in mj heart upgushîng» 
Dim remembrance o'er me rushing, 
Eye and cheek most brightly floshing 

Witha welcome fire. 

Did eaoh season bring such gladness, 
Rapture so mixed up with sadness, 
Soon would a delicious madness 

Steal my heart away : 
Every leaf with crimson gleaming, 
Is with pensive fancies teeming, 
Bringing dim, unconscious dreaming, 

Bright and brief as they. 



THE DYING POET. 



Hb knew that he was dying ; day by day 
He felt the silver chords within bis bo^om 

Mysteriously but palpably give way, 

And he oared not that death so soon should loose theni ; 

For a duU grief was carking in bis breast, 

That while his heart beat would not be at rest. 

There had been flowers in his course at mom. 
But one by one had withered on his way ; 

His heart was heavy, and hîs feet were tom, 
Ând yet no close came to his weary day ; 

The night was distant, but he prayed to die 

Before its shadows darkened in his sky. 
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Many had blesstd bim as he passed them by, 
And bushed their bearts to listen to bis singing ; 

And sboated bis name upward to tbe sky — 
Roses and gems upon bis patbway flinging ; 

But fainting be bad turned bim from tbe tbrong, 

Sigbing bis sorrow io bîmself and song. 

Tbere bad been one to wbom bis beart went forth 
In bis yoûng manbood— love's free gîft, unbidden ; 

But sbe was fair and frigid as tbe nortb» 

And tbe warm breatbings of bis 4yre were cbidden : 

And from tbat bour it took an altered tone, 

Singing to Nature and itself alone. 

But now bis course was ended ; and bis gaie 
Watcbed tbe red sunset fading from tbe sky — 

The last bis eyes migbt look on ; wbile a mase 
Of balf-forgotten memories flitted by ; 

A breeze came from tbe sea and stirred hb bair» 

And fancy felt bis mother's fingers tbere. 

Deeper tbe crimson of tbe sunset grew ; 

An old cbureh-tower tbat loomed against tbe westy 
Lifting its pinnacle to tbe far blue» 

Pictured to bim bis own deserted breast, 
Tbat rent and ruined, let tbe sunset in, 
Gilding in mockery tbe sbapeless scène. 

How bad bis life been wasted ; be bad spent 

His youtb, bis manbood, ail bis young brigbt years» 

In giving one poor passion its full vent. 

And it rewarded bim Witb heart-wrung teors, 

Till tbe slow fever sapped bis veins ail dry, 

Nor blood refreshed bis beart, nor tears bis eye. 

Tben like an old man witb a century's weight 
Bowiug bim to tbe dust, be laid bis weary hcad 
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Upon the arm of death, and waiting sat, 

Wishing the moments of j^ftatlon âed — 
Wishing fais sun of life would fade away, 
With the departing brightness of tfae day. 

And tfaus was fausfaed fais beart^ and faushed fais lyre ; 

Deatb bad o'ercome bim with the twilight's sbade ; 
The altar bad consumed with its own fire. 

And perished with the gift upon it laid ; 
The idol was an idol now no more — 
The Poet's love, and grief, imd song were o'er. 



JUDAS' REMORSE. 



Prissts ! take them back, those tbjrty blood-stained 

For wbich I sold what worlds can not redeem ; 
With every puise my fearful sin increases, 

And my bram throbs as in some fevered dream. 
" See thou to tbat 1" ay, ye do well to taunt 

Tbe cursed instrument of your own crime — 
Fiends ! take your bribe — away with it, avaunt ! 

Give me a respite, one small bour of time. 

I will go forth to look upon tbe eartb, 

Upon whose face I am so foui a stain, 
And will return no more, for from my birtb 

If I bave lived for tbis, bow worse than vain ! 
Now on tbe temple's pinnacle I stand, 

And my eye scans tbe rootley gaping crowd, 
Whose murderous deed sball lay tbis fated land, 

Accursed and blackened, in a bloody shroud. 
6 
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The Master's words— oh, how they haunt me now ! 

And barn like coids of vengeance on mj heart ; 
And the word " traitor,** branded on my broir» 

From which I never, never more can part ! 
Oh» that I ne'er had seen Him, had ne'er heard 

Those heavenly aceento from His goileless Itps ; 
Like hÎMing firebrands, in my brain each word 

Quenches itself, and of my life-blood sips. 

I kneir, I knew such words and deeds belonged 
But to the Deity, and to Him alone ! 

But powers of darkness ail around me tbronged 
And longed to claim me> as I am, their own. 

Oh, would I were the lowliest thing that lives, 

' Even a soulless, a just breathing thing I 

For what is intellect, that to us gives 

Such power to sin, such fearful suffering brings ? 

I dare not ask for pardon ; He hath said 

Wo to the traitor ! and His word fails not ; 
What if I die? Whcn He shall w^ke the dead, 

Tben shall I find I hâve not been forgot. 
Tbej lead Him forth ! Oh, agonizing sight ! 

On His meek head a rugged crown of thoms ; 
But were it gold His brow would dim its light, 

Such the pure majesty thèse wretches scom. 

The royal robe in mockery He wears ; 

They spit upon Him, and they bail Him king ! 
And now, God ! His heavy cross He bears, 

Nor breathes one word for ail His suffering. 
Why do I live— oh, why behold this scène, 

Whose shade will haunt me through eternity? 
Off, coward fears ! your slave too long l've been. 

But now I am resolved, and I toill die / 
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THOUGHTS OF THEE. 




As the wild-bird, when the spring-flower 




Cometh back once more, 




Seeketh the same greenwood bower 




It had loved before ; 




So my memory ne ver loseth 




Its sad dream of thee ; 




But my heart around it closeth, 




Fondly, mpurnfully. 




It doth bide with me forever, 




Waking or asleep — 




Murmuring like some mournfui river. 




Low, and wild, and deep. 




Every thing that's good and lovely. 


! 


Ail fair things I see. 


1 


Do like hidden music move me. 


■ 


With sad drèams of thee. 


! 

! 


Summer cloiids are beautiful, 


j 


And sunny spots in groves ; 


1 

i 


And the gushing of a waterfall 


1 

1 


Hath a melting voice like love's ; 


! 


And the young moon hath a witcheiy 


j 


No tongue hath ever told, 


1 

1 


As she looketh down in purity, 




So bright, and fair, and cold. 




But my heart forgets its dreamin$8S, 




Its once so fréquent thrill ; 




And gazeth upon loveliness 




With puises strangely still. 




I can not tear myself away. 




I can not break the spell ; 




But it doth strengthen day by day, 




Repuise it as I will. 
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For there was not the smallest thing 

That was admired by thee, 
To which my spirit does not cUng 

WatchfuUy, tenderly. 
I ait beneath the evening sky. 

And look npon the moon, 
Ând the fitful breeze cornes flutt'rîng by> 

With a low and hollow tune ; 

Ând I see our beacon star corne up» 

And rise above the trees. 
And the dew is in the Iris' cap, 

But what to me are thèse ? 
I know thou wilt not corne agflin» 

As was thy wont of old ; 
And I press my buming brow in pain» 

And wish the night were told : 

For the moonlight teems with memory, 

And the stars bum on my sight ; 
And every thing doth talk of thee. 

In the stillness of the n^ht. 
In dreams I sometimes see thy face. 

But nothing kind is there ; 
I meet thy mute, forgetful gaze, 

With still but deep despair. 

The sunlight is too bright for me, 

And pleasant days seem long ; 
Laughter is but a mockery. 

And the voice of happy song. 
I do not weep, but crush my heart, 

That I piay seem to be 
Unwounded by the poison dart 

That was prepared for me. 

My spirit walks the earth apart, 
Weary and alone. 
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And not a chord ïn ail my heart, 
But hath a broken tone. 

The chords that once so wildly rung 
To mirth and melody, 

Axe silent now, or only strung 
Tô mournful thoùghts of thee 



THE GRAVE OF L. E. L. 

*< Not where the wfld beei hummeth 
About the moased headstone ; 
And at mîdnight the moon cometli 
And looketii down alone." 

Thy grave is not befitting ône like thee, 

Sweet but impassioned songstress of the heart ; 
They should hâve laid thee 'neath some spreading tree, 

From ail but wild-wood mélodies apart. 
They should hâve laid thee by some low-voiced river, 

Whose waves would keepi for thee a soft complain, 
Murmuring with plaintive, dirge-like voice, forever 

To thy calm rest a wild, pathetic strain. 

The clang of armor never should hâve rung 

Above the mouldering dust of one like thee ; 
Thou couldst not love the trumpet's brazen tongue, 

Who didst find life such bitter mockery ; 
And it was mockery to lay thee theré, 

B^neath an Eastem pavement's burning glow, 
Witk heavy tread of soldiers falling where 

The sacred tear of memory should flow. 

Was there no one whose délicate sympathy 
Could choose for thee a holier place of.rest, 

And o*er the hoart once rich with harmbny, 

See that the earth and the youog wild-flowers prestî 
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We may now chide the soldier's iron heel ^ 
That stamps relenUessly upon thy grave; 

But ah, thy Ûving heart did often feel 
More heavy griefs from which we conld not save. 

And thou, whoee thème was ever passionate love, 
Whoee lyre e'er sounded with a sad compkdn 

Of unrequited sympathies, that wove 
Thy dearest happiness with thy deepest pain. 

Art sleeping now where not a flower may spring» 

A leaf may quiver, or a wild bird eông. 



i: 

FOREBODING. !l 



MoRB and more by daily sorrow ^ J 

la the bright veil drawn aside, L 

. That was wont the sad to-morrow | ; 

From the fair to-day to hide. • 

!i 

More and more with wild émotion , 

Is my spirit tossed and tom ; | 

While upon life's troubled océan | 

Fearful, shadowy shapes are borne. ji 

In the future's dim uncertain, I! 

Gathering clouds obscure the light, ! 

Hanging like a sable curtain , 

Over ail that once was bright. | 

Murmurs in my soûl keep sighing 

Like the tempest's risiiig tone, |l 

Into solemn silence dying, |l 

With a low bewailing moan. 
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» Shall this scathing tempest find me? 
Is this shadow but a shade ? 
Pain, and fear^ and darkness blind me» 
And my spîrit shrii^ afraid. 

Backward hâve I looked imploring, 

Ifut the sky is overcast ; 
And the clouds of doubt are lowering 

Even oe'r the sonnj past. 

How hath sorrow bruised my spirit, 
Clouded ail my hopes and dreams, 

Till no light of gladness near it 
Shines upon its troubled strçams. 

Where hath fled the gloriôus vision 
That enchained my soûl so long ; 

Points it now in stern dérision 
To my faded flowers of song ? 

Is there then no résurrection 
Of the spirit's buried strength ? 

Penance done, and sad reflection, 
Will restore the boon at length. 

Gloom and sorrow I will banish, 
Tempests shall be overcome ; 

Phantom fears shall ail evanish, 
Exiled to their proper tomb. 

If my spirît faint or falter, 

Gloriôus vision, lend thine aid 1 

Thou shalt shine above the altar 
Where my hope and trust are laid. 
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MY LOVE. 



LoYX thee? I must 1 not the great sea 

Ever heaves upward to the moon 
As my soûl lifta itself to thee, 

Drawû by the magie of thine own. 
My heart is like a fountain springing 

In shadow of some lonely tree, 
Its constant streams and ceaseless ûnging, 

Murmur and âow alone to thee. 

I would I did not love thee so, 

Lest God should desolate the shrine. 
And lay the glorious image low 

So like to His, so like to thme ! 
And could I deem the light that now 

Halos h y being would départ, 
I would unsay niy holy vow, 

Though it in breaking broke my heart. 

£ut thou, thou never sure canst be 

Less of a glory than this hour. 
And my soûl rests relyingly 

On thine, as on a noblerpower. 
Day's glorious morn, her holy eve, 

The grand, the beautifui, the bright, 
Each in the soul's existence weave 

New thoughts of thee like rays of light. 

Such love as this will bum till life 

Has darkened in its narrow cell, 
And calmly .*mid the world's fierce strife, 

As sheltered in some fairy dell. 
I only àsk that thou wilt be 

What now thou art, for evermore, 
Peerless, yet bright'ning cotistantly, 

As soûl refining leaves its ore. 
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HEART-BREATHINGS, 

Akd must we thu9 bear on, thus give to pride . 
A mastery not its own ; wear a "bright brow 
Wreathed with cold smiles tbat corne not from the heart» 
And clothé our thoughts in language of the mind, 
While the soûl lies a writhing, moaning thing, 
Beneath this calm exterior ? Oh ! must 
A thousand gushing impulses be crushed, 
Ground by the heel of pride, that lifts its brow 
With a false garnish — ^as the ivy gives 
Freshness to what is fallen in decay, 
While the heart perishes ? 
G for the privilège which the world grants not, 
To be but what we are ! True, there may pass 
Over our hearts a devastating firé, 
A soorching blast to lay them desolate ; 
But from the ashes of the past may spring 
A stronger blossom, with a deeper glow; 
'^ Than tinged its earliest âower/* 

The glancing stream^ 
That play throngh ail our hearts impulsively, 
May find a deep, broad channel, where their flow, 
Thenceforward will be silent, low, and strong ; 
But oh, must it be hidden? Then give back 
The storm and lightning— let the tempest howl — 
It were far easier than this, to bear 
The constant wearing of the heart away I 
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IBS DEAD LOTEE. 



THE DËAD LOVER. 

1m he then dead, 6od ! and hath he perished 

In aU hia brightnesa— stricken back to dust ! 
The high ima^nings — ^the hopes he cherished — 

And my mad love — alike an empty trust ? 
It oan not, can not be^; look on his brow ! 

The light of intellect is résting there ; 
And the calm smile upon his proud lip now, 

Hath the same sweetness it was wont to wear. 



Oft hâve I gazed upon his manly face, 

And felt my heart throb with a lofty pride 
To mark the same expression I now trace, 

Of high, pure thoughtfulness ; the soûles fuit tide 
Of still but mighty feelings shining through 

Ëach soul-illumined feature ; would not Deatk, 
With his damp, icy toiich, and blighting dew. 

Efface the unpress with his first cold breath ? 

Yet say they, ** He is dead !" I may now dare 

To lay my hand upon his kingly brow. 
And smooth the masses of his jetty hair, 

^hose glossy curls hâve never until now 
Threaded my tremblii^ fingers ; strange delight ! 

How my heart burns within its prisoning cell ! 
And my brain réels, till ail around is night — 

Would 'twere death's silent and insidious spell ! 

The Imef insensibility is past; 

And deeper than before the rankling dart 
Pierces its barbed point ; oh, shall this last. 

And life yet linger in this heaving heart ? 
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Away, away ! corne ye to tear me bence ? 

If in bis life I dared not tell my love» 
Awed into silence by bis éloquence, 

Leave me alone witb bim, tbat I may prove 

By my wild grief, bow wild, and strong, and deep 

Was tbe revering love I bore for bim ; 
My acbing eyes, tbat bum too mucb to weep, 

Witb midied tears must be forever dim ; 
And tbis rent beart, torn from its lofty trust, 

Must, sad and strengtbless, sink agam to eartb. 
And, like its idol, mingle witb tbe dust, 

From wbicb it rose in its mysterious birtb. 

for a single tone of bis deep voice, 
To linger ever quivering on my ear ! 

for one glance of tbose dark, eamest eyes 

To ligbt tbe gloom of tbis now joyless spbere ! 
But tbou art still and silent — tbou art dead ! 

I feel wbat deatb is now — ^voiceless and still ; 
Wben tbe brigbt épirit from tbe clay is fled — 

And tbou art tbus — ^motionless, voiceless, chill ! 

And we were to be wedded — ^I tby bride ; 

And I am tbine still, even in tbe tomb ; 
Tbougb never more triumpbant by tby side, 

I feel to my bot cbeek tbe quick blood come. 

1 know our soûls are wedded — ^but to see 
Tby face forever bidden from my sigbt 

Never to bear tby voice — ob, agony ! 
Would tbat my spirit, too, migbt wing its fligbt. 
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Had I not known ail that the heart can tell 

Of bliss or sorrov/ ère thy love was told, 
Mj heart had broken at thy last farewell — 

Proud, tender, thrilling, y et that seemed so cold. 
But sad regret was ail that I oould give— 

Regret, that ail that might hâve been my own 
My heart rejected loathingly, to live 

In its mute passion, grieving and alone ; 
And a sharp sorrow for the pang I gave, 
Though it had been thy " double death" to save. 

Twas no new taie that thy lips whîspered me ; 

It is the cùrse of genius thus to steal 
The hearts of many after it, yet be 

Lonely and longing ever ; and to feel 
That though 'tis love we want, the love we win 

Is a poor, earthly sensé, to which the dream 
We cherish is a heavenly ; and the sin 

Of hollow-heartedness is made to seem 
Ours, and a strange ingratitude, while we 
Crush in our full hearts our hushed misery. 

Yet not thus thon : there was a nobleness 

That won me unto thee as friend to friend ; 
And though I could not suffer thy caress, 

Nor to thy love a joyful listening lend, 
It was a joy sometimes to hear thy tone, 

In itâ full depth more éloquent than song, 
Blend with the spell of poesy its own. 

And in its soothing cadence âow along, 
Wliile my heart stole the music of the rh3rme, 
4nd beat harmoniously with the sweet chime. 
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Thy praise was pleasant and thy kindnesfi dear, 

And ail was won that can be given, but love ; 
And that was il closed fountain; not a tear» 

Of ail its old-time fullness would there move 
To the wild brâith of passion ! ail was stîU. 

The calm but mocked the tumult in thy soûl, 
And Hope's death brbught the agonies that kill ; 

While ail thy mànhood strùggled for control, 
My heart was writhing in Its bittemess, 
That it could not be loved, and yet loved less. 

And for this ^e are parted. Each has lost 

Something they prized the highest ; and both feel 
As if their path of fortune had been crossed : 

Thou with thy wound too rankling soon tq heal> 
And me with my sad heart made stUl more sad ; 

But in the hearts of^ both is a consoling grief^ 
A moumfulness more sweet than being glad, 

That could not find in pleasure a relief; 
Yet would I lose my memory of thee, 
To know thy burdened spirit once more free. 



LOVE. 

I OAN not ïove the happy : those who seem 
Never to hâve known sorrow, from whose hearts 
Gushes continually the caroling 
Of thoughtless pleasure ; unless it be the joy-^ 
The glad and innocent mirth of children — 
Bursting in happiness from put pure hearts 
Fresh from the hand of Deity. But man, 
Who has seen life, beheld its miseries, 
Whose. thoughts hâve reached the compass of ripé years, 

7 
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Should hâve within his heart a oeaseless spring 
Of gentle and out-welling sympathies ; 
And they should conrse thronghout his spiiît's being; 
As mountain rivnlets traverse the earth — 
Refreshing in their course each droopmg flower^ 
Renewîng beauty in each withered plant — 
And helping everywhere to genninate 
The seeds of virtue. 

And ihus would mirih be chaste, and life be joy. 
And ail our wild propensiâes be checked ; 
And ail our eagemess for gaudy show, 
That so contrasta with pale-cheeked suffering, 
Wonld die. This would be real happiness I 
And those whom purity makes sensitive 
Would shrink no more, but iyy-Vke entwine 
The tendiils of afifection round strong hearts. 
Love is a byword — ^friendship but a name — 
And though we use them, rarely do we think 
How strong, and deep, and thrilling is tUeir power ! 
" God is love I" it is His very essence ; 
And yet the spirit of the Godhead man 
Treats mockingly, and makes a jest of ail 
* The gentler and the purer attributes 

Of soûl ! that the spirit of true love, 
Untrammeled, unrestrained, might wander forth, 
Breathing a balm on every bleeding heart — 
Binding up wounds — ^forgiviùg injury — 
And by uniting each dissevered link, 
Jbicircle the great family of màn * 
In one electric chain of sympathy ! 
Then would our earth agun be Paradise, 
And man, though heir to suffering, yet soothed 
By gentleness and love, would be more chaste — 
Like gold tried by refiners — and more fit 
To win his great inheritance of love. 
And life etemal ' 
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NIGHT WfflSPERS. 

WHAT a ntght is this ! The glorious stars 
With their sweet, solemn gaze, seeming ta look 

Into our yery soûls. Gently ! it mars 
The lovelj dream if even a word be spoke, 

That cornes not like soft music to the ear, 
Murmured, and low, and makmg harmony 

'With the still music of that higher sphère— 
So let no discord break the melody. 

Thiff is the hour for soul-communion meet ; 

For tàlking of dear loves and holy things ; 
Of thèmes that to the spirit are most sweet, 

And for the full heart's sweet unburdenings. 

1 can almost imagine that my heart 

Hath grown too holy for a sinful thought ; 
So much the gentle images that start 
From past and présent with this hdur are fraught. 

The past hath memories of the dear dreams 

Of early years — of lon^ngs after love — 
Something to fill the heart, to drink its streams 

Of pure and eamest tendemess — inwove 
With visions of the future, which were blent 

Of hope and trust, the trust of our first years, • 
Which ne'er retums when once it hath been lent 

To a false faith, to be dissolved in tears. . 

That glowing dream is not yet wholly fled. 
But its fur hues hâve taken a deeper dye ; 

As the pale light the twilight stars hâve shed, 
Is deepened to full radiance m the sky. 
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The heari still sadly longeth, and in Tain ; 

For earth Is insi^cient to its love, 
Aad many a wild and startling thrill of pain, 
« Ita too keen sensitiyeness still doth prove. 

Bot there b such a joy, a joy so sweet^^ 

80 pure 81 transpoli; in gai hour like this — 
Whén heari from heart an answering throb may meet, 

In'mnîon to which silence adds a bliss ; 
When the soft clasp of a caressing hand. 

Or the clear glance of an expressive eye, 
Can make the mutual spirit understand 

Ail the fine thoughts that in its depths may lie. 

Our pleasures are so sweet that wç forget 

That we hâve grieved for suffering or sin, 
And only feel a sad and soft regret 

That ail is not forever thus within. 
O night ! thy solemn beauty fills my souI 

With a deep rapture, not unlike to prayer ; 
Delicious joy, which I would not control, 

And only to be perfect need to share. 

If there are hours when the soûl receives 

On its unwritten pages worlds of thought, 
Methinks that now some spirit's spotless leaves 

Full many a bright imagining hath caught ; 
And many a note of song, the voiceless song 

Of the soulft mingled with the viewless choir 
Thrilling ail nature, and whose tones belong 

To the great Source that nature doth inspire. 
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SMILES. " '/- 

». 
Havb you Be'er felt, when the laugh x&ng ont 
With the meny peal and the echoed shout. 
And the jest flew round with a hearty glçe, . 
And the bright eye laughed right merrily — . 
Hâve you ne'er felt that the shaft of pain 
Was meant to be clothed in that merry strain ? 

And did not the thought, like a magie spell, 

Choke up your voice with your spirit's swell, 

And your tone grow hoarse while you laughed on still, 

Though it fell on your heart with a painful thrill ; 

And you trembled and shruhk like a guilty thing, 

Lest the tears should escape their hidden spring ? 

And a word, a single careless word, 
Fell from the lips that many heard ; 
But you of the hearers alone knew well 
What that careless word was meant to tell ; 
Still you jested on with a hearty glee, 
Though your heart sunk cold and joylessly ! 

And there was an eye you feared to meet, 
Lest its glance should sink to the deep retreat 
Of the burning thoughts and scalding tears 
That sear the heart with grief of years, 
And awaken the fountain that must (/erflow, 
Lest it burst the heart with its strength' of woe ! 

Far down in the spirit's deep, deep well, 
There was hidden a grief that none might tell ; 
For the eye laughed on, and the lip was bright. 
And none might dream of hopeless night 
Whose shadow so heavy and cheerless ail, 
Had wrapt your heart in its ^loomy pall. 
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trust noc smiles, for their light may hide 

A heart where each gusbing hope hath died ; 

And guide jour lips, lest ihe careless jest 

Should sadden a heart that hath long supprest 

Its barrowing fears with a careless air. 

And bound with a smile-wreath the brow of despair. 



TO A BEAUTIFUL COQUETTE. 

Sat on ; if I but hear thy lips 
Make music with their balmy breath, 

It is enough 1 I do not ask 

That they revoke their doom of death. 

Yes, I did take the poisoned cup 

From thy fair hand, and madly drink ; 
And now, when I hâve found 'tis death, 
Now, even now, I do not shrink. 

Speak I tell me that my fevered brain 

Was phrensied when l've thought thou'st smiled ; 
That the sweet hope I nursed so long 

Was ill-begotten — ^Fancy's child. 

Call me thy slave — ^a fond, mad fool^ » 
Thou'lt say, alas, one moumful truth, 

For I hâve wasted in this dream 
The beat of life, the pride of youth. 

Say this, and more, and with the scom 
That suits thee better than thy smile, 

Thy frown, though bitter, can not harm — 
'Tis in the sweetness lurics the guile ! 
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Aj, let thy proud lip wear for me 
The scornful curve it grâces so ; 

The challenge may perchance call forth 
My slumbering pride — I do not knotir. 

Yet hardly still can I despise 

The falsehood that hath been so sweet ; 
Hardly, when ihinkmg on onr past, 

My buming words of scom repeat. 

Yet do I scom thee ; in my soûl 
My nobler nature spums thy art ; 

And though my sensés are enthralled, 
A higher shrine must hâve my heart. 

Go, foir enchantress ; not thy brow, 
Or lip, or cheekj or witching grâce, 

Or seeming worth, can ever win 
In this changed he^t a lasting place. 



SNOWDROPS. 

TAKB away your snowdrops pale, I can not bear the sight — 
They were woven in our Ada's hair upon her bridai night ; 
And fairer looked the snowy buds than India's rarest pearls. 
And fairer than them both the brow that beamed beneath her 

curls. 
That lily brow, those tresses dark, O ne'er so fair a bride 
Hath trembled at the altar-place her chosen one beside ; 
And never heart more pure and fond, a wedding gift was broaght 
Than Ada's in its sinlessness, its sweet and eamest thought. 
The snowy robe, and lily brow, and bridai garland pale. 
And dark bright tresses shining th^ough the silver* woven vtul; 
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The deli«ately tinted cheelg the biight lip«' sweet uarest» 
That quivered ail unconsciously to the pake witliin ber lureast ; 
The.drooping eyelid glitteriqg wiih bright and bappy teara — 
The memory of that bridai night bath baunted me for yeare. 

Bnt take away your pale, pale wreath, I can not bear tbe sigbt ; 
I saw it on our Ada's brow upoo anoUier nigbt ; 
Another night — O if ber brow outehooe tbe vreath before. 
Sure notbing eartbiy matched tbe wbite bel* brow and cbeek then 
« wore : 

So paUid that tbe tracery of tbe blùe, délicate vein 
Upon the temple passed away, witb ail its violet stain ; 
<Gone waa ail light, ail radiance ; witb moveless lip and limb 
She listenad to the dreadful worda tbéy wbispered ber of bim ; 
Tbe busband of ber.bridehood false! ber frigbtened soûl seemed 

flown, 
And tbe pale buds to wreathe a brow above a beart of stone. 
O baïutiful, most beautiful, but like a marble vase, 
Whenoe life and perfume botb are fled, tbe beauty of ber face ; 
For fearfully and fatally tbe sudden terror came, 
And quenched ber life as would tbe sea a little incense flame ; 
Ai\d btanding like a Hindoo girl wbo seea ber lamp expire,. 
Hor soûl died out as music dies along a breaking lyre. 
That night the wreatb tbat decked tbe bride was loosened from 

ber bair. 
And tbe dark tresses straitened back witb still and révèrent care. 

Bttt soon again we wore a wreatb of buds as wbite as snow ; 
We could not bear tbat even tbe grave sbould witness to ber 

woo ; 
We twined them witb ber braided bair, and placed tbem on ber 

breast, 
And laid her softly down to sleep in a sweet place of rest; 
But thèse fair buds bring back tbe scène, and the two tbat went 

before, 
Then bring to twine about my brow your snowy wreatb no more ; 
For fairer though they be than pearls, I can not bear the sigbt 
Of snowdrops woven in a wreath since that remembered nigbt. 
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BIRTHDAY OP AUTUMN. 

Earlt awake tliis mom ! my spirit shook 

' Sl-iywsiness from its plumes before the birds ; 

And up besidfe my wiiidow with a book, 

I strive to find a magie in tbe words. 
But thôugbt claims precedence ; and with my eye 

Playing to lore the>truant, I look on 
Village and field, and river, wood and sky 

Just bright'ning with the first September suq.< 

Autumn has corne again, the autumn-time 

Ever so glorious in our lovely land ; 
And where is there a lovelier ? What clime 

Yields such a wealth of blessings to your hand ? 
But what I love in the autumnal days 

Is their dèlicious dreaminess, that fills 
The spirit with a mellow, golden haze 

Like that throughout the atmosphère ; one thrills, ' 

If a leaf flutter on the wayside trees. 

Or insect sudden wind its tiny hom, 
Or if springs up anon the fitful breeze, 

Scattering the leaves its idle force had tom. 
There is a conscious bliss in every thing ; 

The very shadows deeper, cooler seem, 
Making us wish that we aside could âing 

Life's waking cares, and lay us down and dream. 

The sun's rays grown less vertical, hâve now 
Tlie soft gold that the painters imitate ; 

And tones come whispered from each waving bough, 
Sweeter than ail that genius can create : 
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The low, wild, shiveriug mu^c of the leaves, 

That moye like ripples on a silver sea, 
Sinking and swelling ever, as it heavet 

Soft wavering Bighs of pensive melody. 

Wlien, too, the yellow-garbed October cornes, 

With breezj days, and grand, m\à, moonlîght n^hts ; 
When louder every busy insect hams 

The requiem of its day so short and bright ; 
And when men love the sunshine, not the shade, 

Sitting at noon beneath the leafless vine, 
That in the summer dewy coolness made, 

And bore the flowers that Beauty loved to twme. 

Even the chill November throws sometimes 

Aside her cloudy mantle, and looks out 
With a warm azuré sky, tempting the chimes 

Of lingering birds and childhood's merry shoat. 
But must we close the window; we can lie 

Snug in our easy chairs, and read or dream, 
Musing how oft the saasons hurry by, 

Leaving us ever farther down life's stream. 

if t\\e autunin of our life came on 

Prepared for winter like the fadmg year, 
With plenty stored, and summer labor done, 

There would be little in old âge to fear. 
Youth's feverish puises would hâve grown more cold, 

Its dark looks braided with some threâds of gray ; 
But the wise heart, like wine that bas grown old, 

Oains without losing by the long delay. 
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THE HEART'S REQUIEM. 

** A REQ0IBM ! and for whom ? 

For beauty in its bloom ? 
For valoj fallen — a broken rose or sword ? 

A dirge for king or cbief, 

With pomp of Btately grief, 
Banner, and torch, and waving plume deplored ? 

"Notso! itisnotso!" 

No sounding wail of woe 
Swells to the heavens when human hearts lie dead ; 

No torcb ligbts up the gloom 

Of the heart's rayless tomb ; 
No funeral incense o'er its dust is shed. 

Wild was that heart's distress, 

Fierce the dark bitterness 
With which it bore its heavy griefs untold ; 

Scorning the poor relief 

The false world offers grief — 
Disdaining sympathy so false and cold. 

Silent, unwept, alone 

Breathing into the tone 
Of its last* long and passionate farewell^ r 

Whole treasures of rich thought, 

With the souFs fullness fraught, 
Then dying with the melody's last swelL 

Not the loud moumful dirge, 

Sung by the ocean's surge, 
Above the grave where buried thousands lie, 

Rises to Heaven's high throne 

With more emphatic tone, 
Or with a note of purer majesty. 
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In one poor human heart - 

Thèse thrilling accents start» 
And mingle into music wild and deep ; 

Swelling in one rich strain 

Of .earthly joy and pain, 
Then trembling softly, die awaj to sleep. 

for earth's hapless trust ! 

Its " mingled mind and dust" 
Make with each other such continuai strife ! 

for the hapless faith 

That niBets reward in deatb» 
Mourning the bitter chilliness of life. 

Earth, earth ! thy sods hâve pressed 

Lightly on many a breast 
That could not bear its weight of lîving woe ; 

FuU many a heart hath corne 

To thy embrace of gloom, 
Blessing thy coldness to the world^s false glow» 

** One more, then, one more stram 
To earthly joy and pain, 

A rich, and deép, and passionate farewell ! 
Pour out each fervent thought 
With fear, hope, trembling fraught, 

Into the notes the last this heart shall swéll.^ 
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•*MY SOUL IS DARK.»' 


EvER down Time's rapid river, 


Toward the distant, dîm Forever, 


Ceasing not, and ceasing never — 


From this mortal shore, 


Is our life forever sliding, 


Glidiog still, and ever gliding. 


With no pause, and no abiding. 


Till Time's tide is o'er. 


I am sitting in the glimmer ; 


Of the twilight growing dimmer, 


As the stars begin to shimmer ; 


Through the darkening Wue; 


And my soûl is sad to ^ipeeping. 


With the memories *tis keeping, 


Memories that know no sleeping, 


No nepenthean dew. 


Life's frail bark is onward drifting, ; 


Where care's stormy winds are shifting, * 


And no cloud of darkness lifting 


Lets the light shine through ; 


Backward do I look with yeaming, 


My sad soûl intensely burning. 


But for me there is no turning — 


Onward I must go. 


Onward borne, but backward looldng, 


While my anguished soûl is brooking 


Ail the gentle, sad rebuUng 


Of the Past's dim face ; 


Fohns from memory's shore entreating. 


Beckon me unto their meeting. 


j But I can not — farther fleeting 


From each dear embrace. 
8 
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Lo ! the parting distance groweth. 
And the river deeper floweth. 
And the skj no signal showeth 

Ail is dark and drear; 
Withoat oar or pilot floatîng-^ 
Fearful is such lonely boating, 
Where, unseen, the ear is noting 

Mighty depths a-near ! 

Hark ! I hear the riyer's ponring, 
MingFing with the ocean's roaring— 
God ! I lift to Thee implc»îng 

My benighted heart ; 
Be thou with me on life's mer. 
Guide me to the great Forever — 
Light, and Help, and Glory ever, 

Thou my Fharos art 1 



A LETTER. 

I LOOK upon the young moon in the sky. 
And my thoughts image thee I Hâve you foigot 
That which I told you in the sweet "lapg syne/' 
When I was young enough to dream of fai^ 
Kept for a lifetime sacred ? Hollow dream ! 
Ah, then I told you on a hàppy hour, 
On a night like to this, that while the moon 
Brightened and darkened to my living eyes, 
There was one image should rise when it rose, 
Shine as it shone, and should set darkly never ! 
That was my heart's first vow. My lips had breathed 
Girlhood*s " forget-me-not," and ** ever-thine," 
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To other ears before ; but 'twas the straîn 
Tbe wind awakens pâssing o'er a lyre — 
The natural melody the youûg heart yields 
Even to love's lightest whisper. But there came 
At length a master, with the power to thrill 
The finest chord in ail the sphit's being. 
Thou wert the master ; and thy hand awoke 
AU of the slumbering music in my soûl — 
The strain whose écho lingers in my heart, 
Besounding through its labyrinthe forever. 
But 'tis the écho only that remains ; 
The strain is still forever, and the chords 
Of the soft lyre that thrilled èo wildly then, 
Would break in shrinking from the very touch 
That once made such sweet singing. But 'tis past. 
I hâve been sad and happy many times 
Since we together hâve e'er wept or smiled ; 
And my heart beats as ever was its wont — 
Slowly and pensively — save now and then, 
When the désire for love grôws suddenly strong, 
And ail the slumbering lava of the heart 
Pours itself through the channels of the blood, 
Making thought feVerish, and the puises high. 
But this was in my nature, ^nd 'twas this 
Pining for love, and pride of intellect, 
That made thee ^em so godlike in my eyes. 
But thou of ail thy glory hast been shom, 
And thy great gifts are nothing to th% shame 
Of the mean sin of falsehood. I forget 
The selfish thought that thy deceit wronged me, 
In sorrow for the ruin that was wrought 
In the most perfect beauty Qf the soûl, 
When the vâil parted, and I saw untruth 
Wedded to bright-browed wisdom. 

Let it pass ! 
Or I shall make a lecture, which I meant not. 
For I began by talking of the moon. 
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Ay, let it pass — ^ît is a lesson more ; 
And daily we learn somethiog of the world 
Which it b well to know, though learning it 
We tread on thoms where we saw only roses. 
And find an ignis fatuus in a star. 



^ 



A SCRAP FROM MY PORTFOLIO. 

Nat, uncurl thy lip of pride, 

8com not wbolly human weakness ; 
Thou shalt learn, when thou art tried, 

More of sin-forgiving meekness. 

Is the world's condemning sneer 

Cast upon tby fellow-man? 
Braveîy let thy smile, thy tear, 

Choer to virtue if it can. 

Does the frail one pass thee by 

With a bended brow of sadness — 
Frown not, in that heart now lie 

Thoughts that scorch the bndn to madness. 

Life is strong, and hearts are frail — 

In the struggle man may fall ; 
But if aught from us avail, 

Shall we answer not the call ? 

Check tby spirit's wajrward scom, 

Wreathe thy lip with smiïes of love, 
Bind the heart remor^e hath tom. 

And let kindness virtue move. 

I 
! 
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Feel no shame tbat thou hast been 

Gentle to the erring one, 
That the soûl once dark with wjx 

Faîrer 'neath thy smile hath grown. 



TO ONE WHO BADE ME "GO WIN A NAME." 

PoET ! whose prophétie numbers 

Seem to point me to a name, 
Exïow that in ttiy bosom slumbers 

Every puise that wakes to famé. 

Thèmes like mine are net for glory ! 

Thoughts like mine win feeble praise ; 
Mine is not the classic story. 

Mine are not scholastic lays. 

Not from tome of art or leaming 
Came the spark of sacred firç ; 

But the h£art within me buming, 
Formed itself into a lyre. 

And among its frail shreds ever 

Spirit-voices whisper low — 
Spirit-voices which are never 

Echoed m this world below. 

Mtnd may be renowned for âges, 

Eeason rear her altar hîgh, 
But ûie heart's more humble pages. 

Live unread, and darkened die. 
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lâke Eolkn harp-chords waking 
To each starting of the gale. 

And in some strong tempest breakmg 
With a wUd and monnifal wail — 

So the heart-strings tbiill and quiver 
To the world's rude borean breath, 

Till the " silver cords'' do sever, 
Or are gently looeed by death. 

So, as notes Eolian perish, 
When the breese bas died away, 

Wûi the soul-strains now I cherish 
live but only for a daj. 



MADELINE. 

I iTKYER saw anght lîke to wha^ thou art — 

A spirit 80 peculiar in its mould, 
With 60 much wildness, and with yet a part 

Of ail the softer beauties we behold : 
So dark and still at tîmes, thy spirit seeming 

Like waters sheltered from the shining sun, 
Hidden in the dim mantle of its dreammg. 

As if it joyed ail earthlîness to shun ; 

And yet again, emerging from its dream 

Thy soûl shines forth, pellucid as the air ; 
And so lovely and so bright, we deem 

That mortal sprite could never be so fair 1 
Thj thoughts m their rare current stilly gliding 

Glimmer so starrily through thy pure eyes, 
Bevealing glimpses of the heart's wealth hiding 

Within theh* depths, gem-bedded like the skies. 
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Thy form seems mouMed in thy soul's owp grâce— 

Adapted to express each subtile thought — 
So fair and lucid is thy lily face, 

Thy motion with such wrtchery is fraught 
There is so much in evety act of thine, 

That tells thy soûl keepeth an angel ^ard, 
Their glorious wings do almost seem to shine 

A heavenly halo round their lovely ward. 

Alas ! when I do gaze on thee, my spirit 

Longeth for Paradise, and vaguely dreams, 
Wondering if there itself will not inherît 

Some of such brightness as around thee beams : 
Surely the music, and the unfadîng flowers, 

And forms of lîght that walk the courts of heaven, 
Do fill thy visions in thy musing hours, 

So that to thee theu: semblance has been given. 



TO EDITH MAY. 



I HAVE not seen thee, Edith May ; they say thy face is fair — 

But I know thy soûl, that is not seen, and know it high and rare ; 

And I love thee by a sign that's given to every poet soûl — 

That spirit-linking sympathy beyond our own control. 

There is a lyre within noy heart as there is one in thine. 

But a plaintive, low-voiced, murmuring thing is this frai] lyre of 

mine; ^ 

Not grand, and wild, and proudly toned, yet scoming mirth withal, 
Like the harps our fancy hears at times in some old knightly hall ; 
But softly glad and wildly sad, with a thousand nameless strings 
That wake, as doth the rose-leaf wake, to the breath of unseen 

things. 
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Not less for thU i( eehoes ail Une tones of higher skiU, 
And trembles most with rapture when another's touch can thrill. 
For this I love thee, Edith Maj, thy spirit's voice I hear, 
' Like the stram of Bome grand melody resounding in my ear ; 
And visions rise before my eyes of bosts in armor bound. 
And like a voice within a dream, I hear the clarion's somid ; 
And gorgeous banners broidered o'er wiih many a strange design, 
With bumished lance and waving plume, deck out the shadowy 

line — 
Anon the sunset's crimson clond is fading o'er the hill, 
And the chieftaîn's farewell bugle-note is sounding sad and shrill ; 

And standing on the castle wall I see a lady fair, 
With pallid face, and waving scarf, and unbound raven hair ; 
While winding up the distant hill the long défile hath passed, 
And the lady on the chief she loved hath fondly looked her last. 
Ail old-time scènes of war and pomp» of love and minstrelsy, 
Of kingly sports, and courtly dames, and knightly rivalry ; 
AU by-gone thèmes once wont to stir the blood of princely men, 
Swell my dreaming heart with lofty pride, and the dead past lives 

again; 
And I love thy harp's grand tone that wakes my spirifs high 

romance, 
And praise thee that thou hast for thîne this rich înheritance. 

I haye a sister, Editb May, a sîster pure and young, 
With a holy heart, and gifted mind, and sweetly éloquent tongue ; 
And to her I bear a feeling which can bave no earthly name. 
But our soûls are linked, our hearts are joined, and our loves are 

aye the samfe ; 
And a glorious world of dreams bave we, a rare poetîc world, 
Where fancy's restless golden wings are glittering unfurled — 
Where love sits like a household form, a dear, familiar thing. 
And countless fairy visions float forever on the wing ; 
And hère amid the whispered strains of spirit-minstrelsy, 
I listen with my dreaming soûl for one trild note from thee. 

l bave not seen thee, Edith May — ^they call thy youthful face 
The lovely index of the soûl, its poetry and grâce ; 
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And blest I deem that thou must be, so gifted, young, and fair, 
Yet thèse alone fill not the heart if love be wantîng there ; 
For hearts like ours, dear Edith May, need love as do the âoweris 
The breath of the caressing wind and heayen's génial showers : 
And I would breathe & prayer to Qod to bless thy heart's young 

dream. 
But with those peerless gifts of thine xny prayer would idle seem. 
Then fare-thee-well, youûg poetess ! may not my waiting ear 
List long in vain for that wild stndn it loveth n;iost to hear. 



THE RIVER'S SECRET. 

A LADY sought the river's side at night, 

A lovely lady, delicately fair; 
With eyes and jewels gloriously bright, 

And flowing robe, and flowing sable hair • 
Fair was the lady beyond poesy, 

Foirer than knight or minstrel ever dreamed ; 
Proud was the lady, as would lady be, 

By ail the land the Queen of Beauty deemed. 

Unto the river's side she came alone, 

That fair proud lady iu the hush of night ; 
And kneeling 'neath the stars, began to moan, 

Clasping her forehead with her fingers white ; 
** Oh, Harold, Harold ! comest thou no more, 

Even to moum, where we so oft hâve met ? 
Ah, woe is me, the haughty Isadore, 

When Harold proves the readiest to forget !" 

Thus grieved the lady for her cruelty. 

And called upon her Harold's name with tears ; 

But midnight came and parted silently. 

And yet no Harold soothed the lady's fears. 



Digitized by 



Google 



d4 



THE EIYER's secret. 



And still she mouroed, and still the eullen river 
RoUed onward, without heeding her complain — 

The cold, dark, ruthless, unrelendng river, 
Whpse bosom held the mystery of her pain. 

A night agone, a secret had been given 

Into its keeping, and it kept it well ; 
No witness was there save the stars and heaven» 

And what the angels see they do not tell. 
Down, down beneath the flood, upon a pillow 

Of moss-grown rock the form of Harold lay ; 
Sleeping as sweetly as 'twere not the billow 

That snng to him, instead of lady gay ! 

After a time the cold dark river parted, 

And two forms lay beneath the sullen wave ; 
A lovely lady, pale and broken-hearted, 

Had found unconsciously her lover's grave. 
And side by side, beneath the darksome river, 

That kept their secret well for evermore, 
SIeep hearts once brave, that broke în life's wild fever, 

The noble Harold, and fair Isadore. 

Strange are the legends that the mînstrels tell 

Of " fairie ladie," and of knight betrayed ; 
But the dark river keeps their secret well. 

And none e'er found where their deep graves were made ; 
The river, dark and sullen as of yore, 

Told only me the fate of Isadore. 
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RESOLUTION. 

Boom, room for the freed spirit ! Let ît fling 

Its pinions worn wîth bondage once more wide. 
And if in earth or air there is a thing 

To stay its soaring, let the heavens çhide ! 
Away, the silken bondage of young dreams ; 

No more in gentle dalliance l'U lay 
My hand upon my lut^, Uke one who seems 

In half unconscions idleness to play. 

But ail there is in me of living soûl, 

Of high, proud daring, or of untrîed trust, 
Shall not be subject longer to control ; 

For my désire is upward, and I must 
Spurp. back the fetters of the slothful past 

As à loosed captive tramples on his chain ; 
From now, henoeforth, my destiny is cast. 

And what I toilly I surely shall attain. 

Onward and upward ! strengthening in their flight, 

My thoughts must "ail be eagle thoughts," nor bend 
Theh: pinions downward, until on the height 

That nurses Hehcon's pure fount I stand. 
Onward, my soûl ! nor either shrink nor turn, 

Be cold to pleasure and be calm to,paia ; 
However much the yielding heart may yeam, 

Listen not, listen not, it is in vain ! 

Upward ! " a feeling like the sensé of wings," 

A proud, triumphant feeling buoys me up, 
And my soûl drinks refreshment from the streams 

Tfiat fill forever joy's enchanted cup. 
A glorious sensé, of power within me lies, 

A knowledge of my yet untested strength, 
And my impatient spirit only gighs 

For the far goal to be attained at length. 
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TALE OF THE FOREST. 

I KNow of a spot in our Western woods, 
Wbere the deep shadows lie on the rusbing floods, 
Where the foam and the mist are as white as snow 
On the dark brown sides of the rocks below ; 
Where yet deeper down I can see the gleam 
Of the sunshine broad on the glimmering stream, 
Through arches of green, twined of leaves that shiver 
To the breath of the wind and the sound of the river. 

There are violets growing there ail the year, 
When the leaves of the forest are dry and sere, 
Fed by the dew that disUls ail the day 
From the moist green leaves or the river's spray ; 
And a bird with a soft, wild, silvery note. 
And a sound 6ï grief in its little throat, 
Has chosen the shade for its lonely song — 
To that bird and to me does the place beiong. 

There, when the summer was fairest, I made 
At the falling of twilight, a grave — and laid 
A heart that was weary forever to rest — 
The heart that had broke in my beating breast ; 
Wrapt and shrouded in mist, and covered in gloom, 
Moumed by the bird and the drooping plume 
Of the evergreen trees that bend o'er the flood, 
I left it to sleep in that wild solitude. 

When the summer hung light on the maple boughs. 

And the birds in the greenwood were singing their vows. 

Came I one sunset and sat where the gleam 

Glanced from the young leaves and fell on the stream ; 

And sitting I heard what my spirit hears yet. 

And the heart that I buried can never forget ; 

Holy and solemn the vow that was made — 

Ere sumioier had ripened the vow was betrayed. 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



INDIAN SUMMER. 97 



Kow where the autumn leaves lie on the ground, 
And the dark river flows with a suUen sound, 
And the white cloud of mist rises up from^ the gloom 
Like.the ghost that I laid bursting out pf its tomb, 
Corne I each twilight and pillow mj head 
On the dark withered leaves — ^the grave of the deâd. 
And list to the murmur of leaves and of river, 
Praying sleep may descend on my eyehds forever. 



INDIAN SUMMER. , 

Tell me, ye whose locks are whiter 

Than the frozeja winter snow, 
Tell me if your hearts grew lighter. 
And your hopes of heaven brighter. 

As the beat of life grew slow ; 
Is there, say, an Indian summer 

After life's autumnal glow ? 

Gentle youth, and ardent manhood, . 

Bpring and summer emblem well ; 
Ripened fields and fading greenwood, 
Withered blossoms, pale and wind-stre^rôd^ 

Of life's wasting fullness tell ; 
And the bleak and barren winter 

Has in âge its parallel. 

But when ail the freshness fadied 
And the wintry cold was neaf, 

When the locks that once had shaded ^ 

Youthful brows, with gray were braided, 
Were your spirits cold and drear ? 

Or came there a mellow brigbtness 
Warmihg life's duU atmosphère ? 
9 
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Tel] me, for I dread the hoaling 
Of the heart above its dead — 

Its deàd dreams of hope and feeling. 

And its passionate revealing 
In the bitter tear-drops shed 

Long, and long, by wounded fondness — 
Wounded love that wept and bled. 

Tell me that, though pale and withered. 
Ail the flowers of feeling lie ; 

That no frost above has gathered. 

And no icy bound has tethered 
The strong soul's intensity ; 

Tell me ye can love and suflFer, 
Hope and trust yet eamestly. 

Let me think that calm and holy, 
Gently wann and softly light, 

Neither gay nor melancholy, 

Neither sad nor joyous whoUy, 
But ail sweetly still and brîght, 

Like a bvely Indian summer. 

Age may corne and bring no blight. 

But if storms must moan and shiver, 
Through life's late autumnal trees, 

God ! I pray thee, though they quiver 

Life's frail cords for aye aud ever, 
With the sharpest agonies, 

Let my soûl remain unaltered, 
My heart keep its sympathies. 

Let life's fever, hot and buming,. 

Ail consume me with its flame ; 
Let me die of hopeless yearning. 
And a grief that knows no tuming 

Feed upon my mortal frame, 
Till it perish with endurance. 

But quench not my spirit's flame ! 
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Softly bright, or wildly glaring, 
Let my soul-fires ever shine, 
Full of passion high and ^axing. 
Or the warm, soft radiance wearing 

That is given for a sign 
That the soûl within is lighted 
At some holy angel-shrine ; 
But letnot the senseless coldness 
. Of a withered heart be mine. 



THE TALISMAN. 

What would ye give, ye triflers, say, 
Young men and maidens, what would ye 
Bestow to know the mysteiry 
Of what an angel said to me — 

An angel said to me one day ? 

Ah, dark and heavy was my soûl ! 
Once had it been ail gay and light. 
And fearing not the coming blight, 
Had pcrched itself on pleasure's height» 

And writ its name on pleasure's scroU. 

But soon, too soon, a ohange o'ercame 
My spirit, and my hçart was broke— 
Was broke and bowed beneath the yoke 
Of grief too sacred to be spoke» 

Yet eatittg out my soûl like flame. 

Then, to my side an angel stole — 
An angel with bright shining hair, 
And sweet young face divinely fair — 
Speaking with voice more soft. and rare 

Than music's most voluptuous roU. 
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"Peace» peace/' the radiant being spoke; 
And on my heart's tomultuous swell 
The oil of holy stillness fell. 
And calmed it wiih a sacred spell 

Too sweet and révèrent to be broke. 

" Thy soûl is dark/' the angel said ; 
*' A land of shadow round thee lies ; 
And sbapes of fear thy souI surprise, 
From which thou canst not turn thine eyes. 

Lest thou shouldst be pursued with dread. 

" But I will give to thee a ligbt 
Whose beams shall fright the shades away. 
And make for thee a perfect day ; 
That light is love ; and with its ray 

Thy soûl shall shine serenely bright. 

** Love thou thy God— thy friend — ^the world— 
And labor for thy love's true sake ; 
Then shall no gloom thy path o'ertake 
Which thou hast not the power to break ; 

The wings of darkness shall be furled 

"For evermore ; and on thy heart 
The freshness of new joys descend ; 
And with thy hopes a trust shall bleod 
That shall not fail thee to the end, 

Though ail life's pleasing dreams départ. 

" Take thou the talisman, and go 

Upon the path of life once more ; 

It can not fail thee ;" and before 

The music of his voice was o'er, 
The angel melted in a glow 

Of golden light aloog the floor. 
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THE TWENTY-FOUR HOUBS. 

ONE. ^ 

The spell is perfect ! every charm of nighi 

Has worked its deep enchantment on the world : 
âlumber, and silence, and the mystic light 

Of the white, ghostly moon ; the bat has farled 
Its flabby wing beneath some yew-tree shade ; 

The owl is silent in its dark retreat ; 
The phanioms of the restless dead are laid. 

And ouphes and fairies stay their tiny feet : 
Eaeh wandering spirit yields it to the spell, 
And fur one charméd hour the world sleeps well. 

TWO, 

Down sinks the moon, and up the tempest rises, 

And each meets each on the horizon's verge ; 
The hurrying darkness the late moon surprises, 

And maddened winds the moanihg forests scourge. 
Lingers the red moon yet a little longer, 

Her thin homs piercing through the sable clouds, 
Then disappears — when louder grown and stroriger, 

The tempest shrieks, and bursting through its shrouds 
Hm-ls down its thunderbolts, looses its lightning, 

Groans through the woodlands, and howls through the waves, 
Air-spirits gladd'ning, and earth-spirits fright'ning, 

WÛdly carousing it revels and raves. 

THREE. 

The spirits of the storm hâve spent their wrath, 

The sea but murmurs, and the forests. sigh; 
The clouds are folded back, and the bright path 

That the stars take îs seen upon the sky. 
So almost havB they reached their nightly gOal ; 

And not far hence th^ jottrney will be done. 
And they hâve passed away from heaven*s scroll^ 

Or lost themselves in the absorbmg sun. 
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FOUR. 

Fewer and famter the stars grow, and dimmer, 

Darker, and bluer the sky and the air ; 
Paler each moment, till hardly a glimmer 

Remains of the starlight that erst was so fair. 
But the edge of the sky in the east is assuming 

The hue of the heron's wing dappled with white ; 
Yet growing each minute more golden and blooming, 

Till at last — yes it is — *tis Aurora*s own light ! 
She has corne, and a thousand soft glories attend her» 
To herald the sun in his raiment of splendor. 

FIVE. 

The last bright hue is spent upon the sky. 

In painting moming's gorgeous blazonry ; 
And lo ! with pennons of , each lovely dye 

Flaunting the heavens, and crimson drapery 
Floating about him, like a king of old, 

Comes the day-monarch — the all-glorious Sun î 
His garb of light girded with zone of gold, 

And ail his bright and kingly vesture on. 
The flowers of earth look up with timid bliss, 
Ai^d deeper bhish beneath his moming kiss. 

SIX. 

The thirsty sun is drinking up 
The rain-dew from the flower-cup ; 
The diamond beads on leaf and stem, 
The pearls of the lily*s diadem, 
The gem that's laid m the star-flower's breast, 
The treasures hid 'neath the rose's vest, 
They are melting away : oh ! maiden, wake ! 
Ope your dreamy eyes for this beauty's sake ! 
XJnclose your fragrant lips, whose dye 
With the fairest rose of mom might vie ; 
Corne forth, where every thing is fair, 
Ând prove yourself the bveliest there. 
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SKVBK. 

Tet lookis the momîng fair and young, 

Yet floats the rosetue through- the air, 
And nameless grâces yet are flung 

On every thing, and everywhere : 
The grâce and radiance of young life, 

A "joy forever'* to the soûl; 
A joy with new existence rife, 

And spring and fountain of the whole. 
Youth ! even though it only be 

The moming of the common day, 
Yet holds a spell of power, wMch we 

May make our charm against decay^ 

BI6HT. 

If you pass along the street> 

You shall hear the àound of singing ; 
Patter too of little feet, 

On the sunny pavemeùt ri^ging. 
'Tis the hour of moming sport, 

Ere the bells "will chime for school ; 
At the best it is too short — 

Harder play the better rule. 

Long ago the laborer's toil began ; 

Long ago the townsman sought his task ; 
Long ago the busy artisan 

Whistled to his work, with merry mask : 
Now we see what toil and what endeavor, 
Haunt man's footsteps to the grave forever. 

Now the lazy nrchin lags and lingers 
In the shadow of the wayside trees ; 

Tossing pebbles from his careless fingers, 
While his curis are tossed upon thé breeze. 
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Com^ the prudent matron close behind him, 

On her way to market, shop, or call, 
Quite surpiised, and full of grief to find him 

Plajing Iruant by the garden wall. 
Ah, his pace from thence is duly quickened, 

To the crowded school-room he must come^ 
Be he e'er so weary, or so sickened, 

Of its tediouB tasks and ceaseless hum. 
Soon each actor to the part deoreed him. 

In the drama of the passing day, 
Unresisting hastens, and the freedom 

That he sighs for, traffîcks for his pay. 
This, because our life was made for labor. 

And its purpose we may not gainsay. 

The street is now ahnost deserted, 

Save hère and there a straggHng form ; 
He looking, too, quite disconcerted, 

And most uncomfortably warm. 
The shadows cf the trees hâve shifted. 

And taken a most dwarfish length ; 
And one indeed must needs be gifted 

Who cheats the sun of half his strength. 
Ah, ten o'olock in midst of summer, 

Was never meant for promenade ; 
And for the ignorant présumer 

This sage remark of mme was made. 

ELETEV. 

Not much has the sun his manners amended. 

But ardent as ever smiles down on us still ; 
And we can be only surprised and oflfended, 

While he scorches or melts us with hearty good-will. 
'Tis the way of some people, to make their advances, 

Whether welcome or hatef ul, forever the same ; 
So 'tis useless to take any heed of his glanées — 

In good time he'll leave us, tmasked, as he came. 
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Ha, ha ; and oh, ho ; ding-dong, and pell-mell I 

What with girls and with boys eut of school, and the beÛ, 

And the hurry of workmen from labor set free, 

And the meeting, and greeting, *tis a great jubilee ! 

Now lies the still, bright noon upon the fields, 

When the greën leaves hang moveless in the sun ; 
Even the clover sweet no perfume yields. 

And eyery fragrance faints beneath the noon. 
Yet is there sométhing glorious in this same 

Meridian quiet, as if pausing hère 
The god of day looked back the way he came. 

And proudly mused upon his high career ; 
While gathering ùp his strength to take again 
His tireless piigrimage o*er heaven's plain. 

Noon in the country ! you can hear the shrill 

Cri^ of the cricket m thie parching grass ; 
With babble of some ahnost famished rill, 

Inviting you to tarry ère yoù pass ; 
And noisy katy-did, that hes perdue ' 

Beneath sbme broad green leaf beside the way 
Strivîng to tempt you to an mterview, 

And make you ask what katy did that day : 
The little stir of insect life alone, 
Breaking the lazy silence of the noon. 



OKE. 



Wends the lab'rer to his toil once more ; 

Hies the care-bound merchant to his desk ; 
Tums the student to his weary lore ; 

Lags the dreading urchin to his task. 
Only half of the long day is spent, 

Yet you languish for the distant close ; 
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Foolish mortal ! vain jour discontent, 

Vain your weary longing for repose ; 
Fill the day with works your hands hâve wrought; 
Sweet shall be the rest your toil has brought. 

TWO. w 

Vainly are we told we may not slumber : 

The tired scholar nods above his book ; 
LitUe weary children without number 

Lie asleep in every curtained nook ; 
Listless belles, fatigued with last night's trifling, 

On soft silken sofas idty pine ; 
While their languid thoughts are busy rifling 

AU mvention for some new design — 
Some new fancy for ^ glove or shoe-tie, 

Over which they muse awhile, then dream ; 
Fancying they hear some rlval's beauty 

Lauded by the beau whom ail esteem 
Quite the lion oi the latest season — 
When they're rudely wakened by the treason ! 

Many a graver person, I am thinking, 

Should we peep» would be caught nappii^ too ; 
'Tis so difficult to keep from winking, 

At this hour in summer, as you know : 
Even the parson, after having dinner, 

They really do say, snores Uke a sinner. 

THREE. 

Now cornes the breeze up from the sea, 

And dallies with the elm^tree boughs ; 
And with the waving willow tree, 
Gracefully and capriciously, 

Coquettes, and sighs its hollow vows. 
The locust's glancing leaves are bright 

With sheen they've stolen from the sun ; 
And ripphng back from shade to Ught, 
They dance now to, now from the sight, 

Like waves that stars are shining on. 
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A bright face eager peers between 

Thé lattice wreathed with flowering yines. 
And wkh a half-impatient mien, 
Has guessed the hours that mtervene 

Before* some joy for which she pines. ' 
The belle consulta with Fahrenheit, . 

And kstly with her mirror true ; 
Then steps into the quiet street. 
And gracefully her tiny feet 

Présent their owner to the view. 
And ère the hour has passed away, 

Full naany a form of '* f£Ûr and brave" — 
Full many a knight, and lady gay, 
In quest of pleasure or display, 

Will stalk or trip along the pave. 

FOUR. 

School is closed, and shouts of laughter 

Set the sleepy echoes ringing ; 
Girlish voices, coming after, 

Mix with sweet and childish singing. 
Happy hearts ! how snnple blessings 

Make of joy a flowing measure ! 
By and by, more dear possessings 

Scarce will be to you a pleasure. 
By and by, Time's envions finger 

Slyly tilts your cup of glacbess ! 
Ah, long may the sweetness linger, 

Though ye lose youth's merry madness : 
Laugh and shout — ^your cheerful voices 
Many a weary ear rejoices^ 

FIVE. 

Now the wealthy townsman, homeward hieing, 
Clears the look of figures from his brow ; 

Walking with grand dignity, and trying 
To affect an easy smile and bow — 
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Wishing to appear not. ioo much laden 

With the wealth for which in youth he toiled ; 

Speaking kindiy to each pretty mmden, 

Stopping to caress each his neighbor's cbild — 

Letting fall some little drops of kindness. 

On their youthful hearts in very blindness. 

Pleasant evening hour ! when honseholds gatber 

AU their treasures round the ample board ; 
Roguish pet, and proud and sober father, 

Handsome brother, by the belles adored; 
Gentle sister, like a lily-flower, 

like a tall white lily growing there, 
Queen of ail the rest in her sweet power — 

Reigning by her beauty, unaware : 
Happy hour ! and happy hearts, that meeting, 
Hear and give love's ever-gentle greeting ! 

SIX. 

Faint grow the shadows that flicker and waver, 

Of the leaves of the vine o'er the green lattice flimg ; 
Cooler the sea-breeze, and sweeter the flavor 

Of gardens, whose odors are newly up-sprung. 
Gorgeous clouds in the occident floating — 
* Rose-hue and purple, and crimson and gold — 
Radiant " arrows of sunset " upshooting, 

Shine round the banners of sunset unroUed. 
Fair was the sun in his soft moming splendor ; 

F^ in his brilliant and noon-day array ; 
But ail of their glory conspired, could not render 

His présence so dazzlingly, gorgeously gay ! 
Earth thou art lovely ! and fair thy àdoming, 

LoveUest far of the brides of the sun ; 
Bright are the gifts he bestoweth each moming — 

Glad are his smiles on his own chosen one. 

SEVBN. 

The rosy twilight of a summer eve — 

When changing shadows play along the sky, 
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With remnants whibh tbe sunset glories leave, 

Woven with fancies bf a duskier dye. 
The faîr soft twilîgkt, when the maiden steals 

To the deep shadow of some garden tree ; 
And to the silence her young heart reveals, 

Breathing her dreams in pleasant rêverie. 
The tender twilight, when the soûl yields up 

Its love and sweetness hke a rich perfume, 
Filling with tendemess — as fiUs the cup 

Of the night-flowers with dew drawn. from their bloom. 
The twilight hour, that stores the poet*s heart 

With fine conceptions of ail lovehnesa ; 
That stirs him with a love from day apart, 

Full of high spiritual thought and holiness. 

EIGHT. 

At length the twilight fades away, 

And the warm hues are slowly blent 
With deepening evening ; and the play 

Of shadow^ in the orient 
Has ceased, and stars hâve corne instead ; 

And over ail the robe of night 
Like a rich-jeweled manta's spread — 

So beautifully soft and bright. 
Now seeks the lover bis young bridé, 

And with her gazes on the sky ; 
Yet, standing by hçr beating side, 

Sees more stars in her moist clear eye ; 
And sweeter light on her pure face 

Than in the half-orbed, silver moon ; 
And in her twining arms more grâce 

Than in the white-rose branch, of June. 
The bhss of young love's rosy dreain 

Beneath the summer evening skies, 
Ah, what could puychase ? Not a gleam 

Of the much fabled Paradîse — 
Nor promise of an Indian isle, i 

Where ever-oonstaiït summers smile ! . - 

10 ■ . '■. 
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NINB. 

New beauty adds itself unto the night 

Sweet music sighs on every wave of air ; 
The heavens are growing more intensely bright, 

And the clear atmosphère more purely fair. 
The weaiy student throws his book aside — 

The night is ail toc glorious to be spent 
In gaining wisdom jfrom the musty guide 

O'er which his cramped and toilsome mind has bent. 
He must go forth — ^aû others hâve gone forth — 

To leam a lesson from heaven*s shining page ; 
One hour of its bright teaching must be worth 

The soulless study of a tedious âge. 
The Sound of voices, and the fitful sigh 

Among the branches of the " low south wind," 
And the calm, radiant beauty of the sky, 

Hâve a rare charm to his o'er-toiling mind ; 
And he wîll wandér out, and wander on, 

Forgetful of his books, himself, the world — 
So has his spirit into ether flown, 

When in free air her unbound wings unfurled. 
When the gay groups of idlers ail are gone, 
He with the grand, fair night will be alone. 

tEN. 

The faltering farewell has been said, 

The lover from his love has parted ; 
And listening to his distant treâd, 

She dreams, half happy, half sad-hearted, 
Then- sighing seeks her silent room, 

And slowly, wîth her faint white fingerfe, 
Robs her long tresses of the bloom 

Of pale sweet flowers — ^yet musing lingers. 
For he, ère yet he breathed adieu, 

Had twined his fingers with a tress. 
And praised its wavy length anew. 

And begged it for its loveHness. 
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Her very self becomes more dear, 

That slie is fair and dear to him; 
And musing thus, a single tear 

Falls from her eye, and breaks her dream. . 
She starts, and putting back the curls 

From her pure forehead, smiles for shame ; 
From Jier white throat imtwines the pearls. 

And gazmg on them, breathes his name. 
At length, in snowy robe, she kneels, 

And asks of Heaven to bless her love ; 
And to forgive, if what she feels 

Be not what angels feel above : 
Then rising seeks her couch, to sleep 
Her happy slumbers, soft and deep. 

ELEVEN. 

The soft air is so full of light, downflowing 

From ail the lamps above, that like a stream 
Escaped of heaven's radianee, the glowing 

And sweetly blended rays together deam. 
A kind of listening présence, too, seems gliding 

Over and through the earth, that piercing pries 
Into each. quiet nook, and seeks the hiding 

Secrets of ail men out, with curious eyes. 
Between the window-bars of beauty's chamber, 

It enters on the sweetly perfumed air ; 
Touching the fringes of her eyes with amber, 

And weaving pale gold threads with her soft hair. 
Lymg upon her lips, it hears and numbers 

The times she murmura in her pensive sleep ; 
And leams the name but uttered in her slumbers, 

And stealâ the tear, if in her dream she weep. 
It floats abroad, through every crevice darting ; 
' Among the dense black shadows steaKng in ; 
And îf the breeze, in fitfij play upstarting, 

Parts but a shade-tree bough, it shoots between. 
The coûscious air with viewless life is panting ; 

Mysterious eye^ seek nameless mysteries out ; 



Digitized by 



Google 



112 YISION OF THE POOR* 

Spirits of elfin power tHe earth are haunting, 

Silently joining in the fairy bout : 
The hour of ban and spell will soon be hère ; 
Closed be each nlortal eye and mortal ear. 

TWKLVK. 

The solemn glory of the midnight rests 

Upon the moiintain tops ; the golden light, 
Grown silvery, and intensely pure, invests 

The earth with beauty, strangely, grandly bright. 
A touch, as out of heaven, falls upon 

The key-notes of the spirit, pressing out 
A hymn of awe and sweetness ! as if one, 

An angel hidden in the soûl, should shout, 
** Oh, beautiful ! that sittest on the throne 

Of midnight in the heaven, I worship thee !" 
And the pure spûitual in man mounts up, 

Yet with an humble révérence, solemnly ; 
Expanding and increasing in its scope. 

The lone, pure, queenly midnight, that enshrînes 
God, and the angels in the earthly soûl ; 

Midnight the glorious — ^how fair she shines, 
Writing with jeweb on night's dark blue scroll. 



VISION OP THE POOR, 

" I HAD a dream that was not ail a dream" — 

I saw the Poor, the sad and struggling Poor, 
Buflfeting with the waves of Life's dark stream. 

And anon sinking to rise nevermore. 
I saw ail forms of suffering that corne 

From the unequal fortunes of the world ; 
I saw the Book of Death ail writ with doom. 

And saw the victims tô their destinies hurled. 
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Theirs is a woful fàte ; God help the Poor ! 

Their hands are fettcred, aod tbeir hearts are faint ; 
Gaunt Famine and grim Death ^tand at their door, 

Yet Mercy hears not their weak lips' complaint. 
It is their lot to starve, their doom to die 

Unhdped, unwatched, unwept — ^let them not groan ! 
No pitying ear is open to their cry ; 

And m/ute, stérn, prayerless, they die alone^ 

Want has no form of sorrow I saw not : 

From tl|e meek wretch who uncomplaining dies, 
Leaving bis tombless bones to mark the spot, 

To him whom want makes mad, and. who défies 
Lawgivers and the law to bind hia head 

To perish in the dust, but with a stroke 
Of his offending arm obtains his bread. 

And bursts his chain, and tramples on his yoke ; 

From the soft child, new-bom, whose little wail, 

Ere it too perished, was the only grief 
The world vouchsafed to her who, faint and frail, 

Had agonized and died without relief, 
To the old man on whom the numbing snows 

Of winter and of âge were falling cold, 
When one fierce night Death added up his woes,> 

And ail the old man's years and griefs were told ; 

From the strong, breaking.heart of honest pride,^ 

To the mean, willing suppliant for bread, 
I saw.Want's viotims through my slumber glide; 

And heard the rustle of Death's wings outspread, 
'Till gradually, as a cloud doth change, 

A change came o'er the créatures of my dream. 
And wild, fantastic shapes, grotesque and strange, 

Made the dark vapor of my vision teem. 

They were ail shades of those who died of want, 
By thousands risen from their nameless graves, 
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Each phantoip with the whimsey |o recount 
Hqlir he on earfcb was one of Fortune's slaves. 

As ÎB one grand kaléidoscope they passéd, 
I saw ail ranks of l»rjn and intellect, 

And noble men among the tneanest classed, 
Colnpelled by sorrow to sppear abject : 

Tbe scbolar with bis proud, pale, thoagbtful brow, 

The poet with bis bright but sunken eye ; 
Artfst and statesman^ — each told why and how 

Among the unbonored dead be came to lie. 
Strange were tbe taies thèse phantom beings toM 

Of lives worn oiït in struggles against fate, 
Piçing for tbat whose paltry price was gold — 

Yet Gold beld destiny subordinate ; 

A proud, stern man, with face of manhood's prime, 

Whose hair was silFered in a single night, 
Had' seen bis treasares in one hour of time 

Taken forever from bis doatihg sight— 
Wife, cbildren, riches — ^and bis heart gave way — 

Tbat bigh, brave heart, that crst had been so strong. 
And had endured so much ! It could not stay 

This last great agony, and broke ère long ; 

He had been poor in youth, and pace by pace 

Had toiled bis way along tbe steep ascent, 
Till he had won of men an bonored place» 

And love and wealtb were with bis laurels blent. 
Oft had bis spirit fainted — still he tumed 

His eye upon the goal he strove to gsûn, 
Till that for which his ardent soûl so bumed. 

And more was won, and yet it was in vain ; 

And one— ra student with a pale, clear face, 

Througb which the soûl within shone like a light, 

And on whose brow yet fmgered many a trace 
Of passionate struggle wîth the spoiler's migat — 
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Had faltered îh the race, and sunk and died 

Unblest inliis dim garret^by a prayer ; 
Not even a friend to stand bis bed béside. 

And wipe bis brow^ or stratghten bis dank habr ; 

Frail, délicate girls, upon wbose cbeeks of snow 

Tbe brigbt red hectic of consumption bomed , 
In strange delusiye beauty, wbile tbe flow 

Of life grew fainter' as eacb day returned ; 
Eacb weary day of ceaseless toil and care. 

And strife for bread tbat was to eke ont time ; 
Oh ! tbe black darkness of tbeir sick despair 

Sfaook eacb pale gbost like memory of a crime 1 

And men wbose lives were spent in nigbt-black mines, 

Wbo bardly knew tbe eartb was fair or brigbt, 
Wbo bardly saw tbe beaven tbat o'er it sbines. 

Or batbed tbeir baggard faces in its ligbt ; 
And tbose wbo searcbed tbe ocean's deep for gems, 

Or dragged tbe rivers for tbeir bedded gold, 
To garnisb tbrones and brigbten diadems, 

Yet wanted food, and covering from tbe cold ; 

And tbose wbo lived beneatb tbe ricb man's eye 

In fated Ireland, and yet were not deemed 
Wortb tbe cold cbarity tbat let tbem die, 

Until witb dead the common bighways teemed; 
And England's million slaves wbo, toilihg, weave 

Tbeir very bones and nerves and beart-strings in 
Tbe délicate fabrics tbat tbey, dyîng^ leave 

As monuments alope tbat tbey bave been ; 

And tbe poor wretcbes, basking in tbe sun 

Of fair Italia's despot-governed soîl, 
Begging a pittance mean from every one. 

Or taking lawlessly tbe easiest spoil ; 
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And proud, brave Poland's broken-hearted sons, 
Whose lives were wasted on a foreign sbore, 

In exile, bittemess, and want, that sbuns 
To be confessed, since man the burden bore. 

And there were those whose lives of crime and shame 

Began in want and ended in despaîr ; 
Wild, fierce, half-demon créatures, whom to name 

Made the world shudder, crouching in their lair; 
Hunted and hated, dreaded and reviled, 

Outlawed and outcast from the face of earth, 
From friendship and from sympathy exiled, 

Dreading their death, and cursing more their birth. 

From motley groups of women, many came 

Who told the story of their lives with tears ; 
And many covered up their brows for shame, 

Shunning the mem'ry of false virtue's sneers. 
Thèse clenched their hands as if the taie awoke 

In their imperfect minds a sensé of wrong. 
Forcing their words as if they feared to choke 

With the émotions they dared not prolong. 

Of ail I saw thèse made tûy heart most sore, 

So irretrievable and dark their doom, 
So much existence gave them to déplore. 

And left for light and hope so little room. 
But the whole scène was sad enoagh, God knows \ 
. Though mixed with fancies foreign and grotesque ; 
And deep enough and true enough its woes, 

Even relieved with something of burlesque. 

AU, ail had suftered ; every wretched heart 
Had throbbed with agony, and broke, or changed; 

Had borne for virtue's sake oppression's smart. 
And struggling died, or lived to be estranged. 
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Sorrow and waat and scorn had been the gifts 
Existence brought; a weary, galling weight, 

That Death had Ad them of — ^kind Death, who lifts 
The poor man's burden when it is too late. 

Alas ! man's charity is oft like Death's : 

It cornes when ail is past that can be borne, 
And to our dying sensés then bequeaths 

What might hâve saved our hearts, ère so much tom. 
None learn but those ivho suffer, what it is 

To bear with hope deferred, to watch and wait. 
And hang for days, weeks, months upon the abyss 

Of hopeless, ruinons, unrelenting fate. 

My dream, thank Heaven ! is past ; but I hâve seen 

More than its counterpart with waking eyes ; 
And many a mournful truth the heart may glean, 

That feels and thinks, which often haply.lies 
Too deep for careless and unheeding sight ; 

Yet undisguised, would harrow up a woe. 
And show that drops are shed from rocks we smite, 

More bitter than at Marah's fount did flow 



CROZAT'S DAUQHTER. 

[dEDICATBD to oh ARLES OATTARIUE.] 

Oh ! she lies in queenly bower, and her couch is soft and silken. 
And her maidens stand around her gi;puped to wait her slightest 
Word; 

Oh ! she lies like any princess upon perfumed mattross, milken- 
White, of 'broidered silks of India looms, the fairest e'er preferred. 
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Oh, right regally and daintily the lady s bower is furnisbed» 

Attd right faithfully and watchfully the lady 's self js tended ;* 
But God h^p her! what cares she how'her bower is ke]>t and 
garnished, 
Or what sees she that her maidens staad with eyes upon her 
Bended ** 



Steard shè not, or did she dream ît, in swoon she so long lay in, ' 
' That the young Duke Louis Gascon was betrothed by hii^ 

mother? 
Ah, she knows not^— and she dares not ask even her fayorîte 
niaiden, 

For her sacred secret never shall be ^ven to another. 
,âD she closeth her faint eyelids and shuts in the painful vision' — 

Shut» it in her inmost soûl of soûls, and hides it there alone ; 
Ôhrinking fearfully and full of shame frein her own pride's dérision, 

Aad enduring aU tbe agony she striveth to dîsown. 

OhJ jou should hare seen the struggle! why, her face looked 
barder, whiter 
Than a block of sculptured marble — ^and as motionless it was ! 
And her.hands, save that they seemed to strain and clasp each 
other tighter, 
Had the frozen and the stony look by which death's seeming 
awes. ^ 

80 not even the raiment msUed o'er the penthouse of her sighing— * 
O'er the bosom that was holding such a boundless world of woe ; 
So she looked as though a statue — a rare statue— had been lying 
In her place, to cheat the lookers on, her life made such smaU 
show. 

And that only the dark lashes on her cheek were blaok q» eyer. 
And the tresses, lying blackly on the pUlow, just the same» 

You would thmk the mouM of beauty on the silken couch had 
never 
Smiled a smile, or sighed a sorrow, or had borne a living name. 
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Tlius she la^» âè fair and rigid, with her iaaide»s weeping round 
. her — . . • 

^U6 she lay, so still and pallid, when a low, appalUng cry, 
Sueh 2& men hâve seldoiu uttered, broke in part the^ spell that 
Bound her, 

And a fattier's sorrow won from her an audible, faint sigh. 

» » 

"Oh, my daughter!" cried the father; "oh, mj darling — ^my 
Lorenzia! 
Who hath slain thee ? What hath harmed t]siee ? Ah, that thoif 
ahouldst die and leave tne !" ' 

Then à. few slow tears came siealing down his cheeks and cooled' 
his phrensy ; 
Still he whisp^ed 'twixt his anguish, "Grave restore her, or 
receive me ;" 
Till his sorrow seemed to give her «trength, and she looked uj^ 
essaying 
Such a faint, slow, sad, and flickering smik, more touching llian' 
mère pain, 
That her fiEither's heart w&8 broken yet once more, and withoot 
stayîng. 
Ail the fountains of his tears run o'er in hot and sudden rai& 

Yet he wept not long — 'twas not his mood — ^his was a différent 
mould ; 
And this the only spell by which his soûl could e'er be shaken; 
For to ail besides his daughter was his bearing proud and cold. 

And men knew no other thème his. softness could awaken. 
So ail calmly soon he turned htm to the maidens round him waiting. 
And inquired of Uiem still calmly how their mistress had corné 
ill; 
And they thçn — the favorite foremost — qmck began the tafô by 
stating, 
Between sobs and lamentations she had not the power to still, 

That as she was gayly chatting, at her mistress' feet reclining, 
Stnnging pearls to braid that evening in the tresses of her hair, 

She bethou^ht her of a rumor of the duke, which she divhxing 
WouU engage her mistress' heajiiBg — being always well aware 
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How they fondly loved each other as a sister and a brother — 
And the rumor was, that Louis was betrothed the day before 

To a very lovely lady, chosen for him by bis motber : 

Hère, she said, " down dropped ber mistress, and lay prone upon 
the floor." 

Then she went on to say further, how tbey raised her iip, and laid 
her 
On her couch, and summoned leeches, and how long she lay ia 
swoon ; 
Atid how, when they found her liring, the physician's potion made 
her 
To lie in a deathlike stupor since before the stroke of noon. 
But enough had now been told him^ and he tumed and bent once 
lowly 
O'er the pillow of bis darling, till bis lips had touched her 
brow; 
Then went straightway out in silence, looking grave and treading 
slowly : 
On that moment he had taken before G-od a solemn vow ! 

On that same night, by the river, a young noble walked in sorrow» 

Cursing bitterly the destiny for which he had been born ; 
Cursing, too, the young Duke Gascon, who, before the world, to- 
morrow 
Would espouse, in first betrotbal, the sweetOountess Delaimom. 
His beloved — bis oton heart's idol — she whose soûl, so true and 
tender. 
Long ago to him was given — they would sell her hand for gold ! 
Obi he cursed the wretched barter! and swore wildly to défend 
her 
With bis good sword at the altar — ^but he would 90t see her 
sold! 

Thus he raved, upbraiding Heaven — ^and bis ancestors upbraiding, 
That the scion of their princely house w£is heir of wealth so 
mean; 

That he — ^a duke, too — must endure a grievance so degrading 
Ab that an ^qual should intrude he and bis love between. 
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Thus he fretted his soûl vainly, on the rocks of bard misfortune — 
Thus he lashed his foaming spirit, till it seethed like any sea ; 

Till one treading soft behind him, gently spoke^ " Let me impor- 
tune ' 
You, sir duke, to speak more calmly, and with some less energy." 

*' Ha ! a listener ! who are you, sir, that hâve dared to track me 
hither, 

Or presumed to give me counsel as to what way I should speak ?'' 
** Ypu bave misconstrucd my manner, sir," the stranger said, " and 
neither 

Can I tell yo\i my name or title ; but your audience I seek, 
On a matter of some moment to us both — to you more truly — 

And I pray you do not check me by a word till I bave done ; 
For my time is very precious, and- 1 bave arrived but newly. 

And must be upon my homeward way before to-morrow sun. 

** Here's a debt I owed your father — sums extorted in the trouble 

Of the civil wars that ruined many a bouse of noble blood; 
Hère, I make you restitution ; it were well if it were double. 

As it is, tliere are some millions ; may they do you service good 1" 
Then the gdd he paid down quickly, while his auditor stood gazing, 

Jjike one spellbound, on this magie wealth, and on this strange 
magician — 
Gazing eagerly, yet deeming that the prinçely jewels blazing 

In his grasp were but a dream, and not his wishes' full fruition. 

So before bis thanks were uttéred, or his stupor wbolly banished. 

In suoh silence as he came to him the stranger hurried thence. 
And the noble's grateful blessiqg was not spoken ère had vanished 

Every trace of how his sudden wealth had corne, or even whenee. 
** Oh ! my brain, if you bave mocked me— oh ! my soûl, if you are 
dreaming— 

Never let me waken, Heaven ! let the happy madness last ; 
Let my glittering fancies fool me, for I swear this présent seeming 

Is a glory and a triumph to the anguish of the past f 
11 
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Some hours later on that evening, Croznt sat beside the pîllow 

Of his child, now deeply sleeping in her beauty, still and pale ; 
Bat his features were grown softer — there was oil upon the billow. 

And a fiât had gon€ forth to still the fury of the gale. 
He had saved a fragile vessel, with its fine and costly burden, 

And he hoped in time to trust her freight again upon the sea; 
And what matter that itcost him dear ! her safety was the guerdon 

He had asked, and ail he cared for ; and the purchase had been 
free. 



But the stain upon his conscience not the end attained could alter ; 

In the price he purposed giving was his honor not included ; 
FroDX the truth he would not vary — ^in the right he could not 
f alter, 
And the bidding of his manly soûl was not to be eluded. 
And still, not quite the time had corne for priest or for confession. 

And untU it came, his life of lives hung by a single hmx — 
His daughter's life, more dear than his — oh, dear beyond expres- 
sion; 
. For the world, with ail its treasure^ with his one could not corn* 
pare. 

Thus, with love and pride at warfare — with his noble soûl attainted 
Of a treason 'gainst the son of him who was his earliest friend — 
Ifused, the merchant-noble» on whose mind one only scène was 
pamted. 
And that scène his daughter's death, which he was stnvmg to 
forefend. 
So^ no fileep came to his eyelid&-*-through the long night slowly 
pacing 
O'er and o'er the vélvet carpet, watched he how his darling 
rested ; 
Watched her breath, and watched her puises, and the shadows 
that kept chasing 
Through her soûl, disturbed by visions on her changing faoe 
attested. 
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But the morning brought requital ; it was whispered in tbe palace 
That Duke Gascon had been sligbted by tbe Countëss Délai- 
morn; 
And tbougL some refused it credenoe, sajing 'twas a taie of 
malice, 
One, wbo kept tbe secret, knew full well tbe meanïng of her 
scorn. 
Ob! be blessed tbe power of gold, tbat buys tbe miser's Isiite 
relenting ; 
Ob ! be praised tbe good king Mammon tbat be bad sucb wor- 
tby slaves ; 
Qb ! be tbanked tbe Count^ess Delaimorn for ber so firm dissent- 

ing— ; . 

And be prayed, " Heaven send tbe rival duke tbe triampb tbat 
be craves." 



And bis prayer was .ans.wered,.traly ! , for a week bad but departed 

Ere tbe lily-banded J)elaimorn tqok otber rank and name ; 
And tbe young Duke Louis Gascon bardly seemed tbe less ligbt- 
bearted 
Tbat be had been made tbe loser in tbis sort of bigb-bred game. 
And tbe Cfo/^'s droopi&g flower — ob, sbe teied to smile so 
brigbtly. 
And to speak so gay, while secretly ber beart was Blowly break- 

Biit tbe fatber's eye was faitbful, and be guessed ber Jrouble 
rigbtly— 
And be swore again tbe soleoia vow wbicb tbere was no for- 
saking ! 



Crozat stood before tbe ducbess — ^bis confession said and ended — 
AU tbe wrong wbicb be bad done ber in tbe well-contrived 
frustration 

Of tbe marriage of Duke Louis, witb bis daugbtev's story blended. 
And be waited for ber answer in unwonled trépidation ; 
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For his heart could not but quoil to think the answer that miffhi 
foUow, 
And his father's love could not but bope she would accept bis 
• oflfer — 

For who that longs with alibis soûl believes his hopes are hollow? 
Or who that thought to be refused, his daughter's hand would 
* proffer ? 

Listen, Crozat ! for she speaketh, and ber voice is the completeness 

Of ail softness and smooth accent, ail delightful modulation ; 
And your doom, tbough she should doom you, being spoken in 
8uch sweetness, 
Would be soothed of half its sorrow by this honeyed intonation. 
Oh, the bitterness of scom co&cealed ! it stingeth like an adder ; 
Oh ! the canker of a wound that's hid beneath the balm of 
flowers ! 
Why, the very choice she took of words but made bis soûl the 
madder, 
And the agony of her mild speech taxed ail bis manlieçt pow- 
ers. 

**I forgive you," spoke the ducbess; "I forgive you, noble 
Crozat, 

Knowing the feelings whicb a parent entertûneth for his child, 
And commend them ; and doubt not but your motives bave been 
those that 

In a court of the afifections would be légal ;" bere she smiled. 
'* And as I bave bred Lorenzîa up, and loved ber as a daughter, 

So I still do think the child my own to cberisb and to love; 
And for beauty and for sweetness bave I truly ever thought her 

Incomparable, tbough less like earth tban like saints above. 

''But, friend Crozat, with our race is blent no blood except the 



Every branch, for âge on âge, bas been nobly sprung and grafted» 
Never losing aught of royalty, but ever keeping nighest 

To the throne, and to the scepter» which indeed our uncles 
wafted. 
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In the historiés of nations will you find our names recorded, 
Going back in kingly pedigree, jbl proud, distinguished race ; 

To whosç faithful aristoeracy this honor was awarded, 

To be first in glory, first in famé, and first in weaith and plac». 

" Not that I would say our bloôd in aught is différent from your 
own, 

Or that a peasant's son may not be nobler that a king's ; 334 
For virtue makes the serf a king/ and vice dégrades a throne ; 

y et there is a certain pride of power a use of power brings ; 
Nor that we are happy — ^for such cares on our position wait, , 

We hâve no choice where heai-ts are played, and only play our 
hands; 
We are not born to happiness, but only to be great, 

And on our greatness' highest point our altar of hope stands. 

" If I chose to hâve my son forsake his birthright and bis duty 

(For it is his duty now to keep our princely famé unspotted), 
And give his soûl, hke other men, to worship of mère beauty, 

Your daughter surely were the one of ail the world allotted. 
But he must wed with one whose naûie will live like ours in story, 

Who can confer, as he confers, a world- wide réputation ; 
Whose family mark his tory 's page with deeds of fadeless glory. 

And who contrpl, as we hâve done, the interests of a nation. 

" Yet, if " — and hère she smiled again, as if her fancy needed 

Excuse for being so wild a one — "yet if, like thé Medici, 
You had so risen, by giant strides, that princes had conoeded 

Your right to rule among their powers, truly I might say this, I 
No longer, seeing your daughter's love, could hold your suit as 
idle ; 
Yet think that now 'twere far more wise to check this bud of 
feeling. 
And by ail gentle arts and means its froward strerigth to bridle — 
Belteving that thèse now. fresh wounds will soon be safely heal- 
ing." 



Digitized by 



Google 



126 



crozat's daughter. 



Then nsing up rnih statply grâce, she frîendHIy extended 

Her.j«weled haad, whicK Crozat kissed, and silently departed. 
But. oh ! the war of thoughts tliat in his'wounded soûl contended, 

And oh, the wild, wild hopoB that then înto existence started ! 
Did she not say, if he had won a kingly place and power ? 

And èould he not, and would he not ? Ah, in that western world, 
So l^ouhdleafi and so glorious, should be his daughter's dower: 

And kingdoms, crowns, and scepters through his princely visions 
winrled. 

A name on the historic page ! oh, would not nations tell ît, 

That he, a peasant, had arisen to rule with highborn kings ? 
And will not France take up the thème, and be most proud to 
swell it, 

When he, her régent, to her arms such fair possessions brings ? 
'* It shall be done !" he swore the oath deep in his inmost beart : 

" A prince l'il be, o*er such a wide and beautiful domain, 
That France shall be but as a speck, a small deciduous part, 

Which I, a monarch, can shake oS, whene'er I choose to reign." 

And then the tears — ^the slow, great tears which manhood seldom 
sheds, 
Swelled upward from his bursting heart into his burning eyes, 
Till ail his soûl gave way ; and as a fire enkindled spreads, 

Darted the arrows through his frame of nameless agonies. 
This for his daughter — ^how should he teach her to bear this scorn- 
ing— 
How hide her from its blighting breath, or save her from de- 
spair ? 
How keep that flower, as frail and fair as the wild-rose of moming, 
From withering ère his noon of hope, in pity's stifling air ? 



Oh, how hope deferred destroyeth the eye's brightness ! how it 
stealeth 

From the lip its hue of coral, from the cheek its sea-shell pink ; 
Gh, how hardly with the youthful heart the hand of sorrow dealeth. 

And how surely, like a stranded ship, tlie broken beart will sink ! 
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On a couch, nor soft, nor silken, lies tha merchant-noble's daughter ; 

Hard and cold the bed they give lier, hard and cold» and snowy 

white; • - ' 

Ând shè chides not, and she weeps not, that to this her maidB 

hâve brought her, 

But she lieth sdll and patient through the long and woftil night. 

There are many waxen tapers burning in the lady's chamber, 

And the censers smoke with incense that she ever lored the best ; 
And a trembling hand upon her breast hath laid a cross of amber, 

To dénote our sin and sorrow ; still she showeth no unrest ! 
She was ever sweet and patient, and this seemeth but the meek- 
ness 
Of her crushed and broken spirît, bearing death without com- 
plaint ; 
For she looks but as she ever looked in pain-embittered weakness — 
The same sweet ghost of wasted youth — the sarae half-earthly 
saint I 

Ah, to see her thus, se fair and still, caîls tears of easy shedding. 

And our eyes run o'er with gentle grief, that passeth soon to 
smili ng ; 
But oh ! -there is another grief we look upon with dreading, 

And which, once seen, from memory there is no more exiling : 
A noble man — ^a proud, high man, whose years are yet unfaded, 

Who standeth like a giant tree to guard a tender flower — . 
To see Mm fade, as perisheth the fragile plant he shaded. 

And grow a gray and bent old man, down-stricken iii an hour ! 

Oh, long had Crozat toiled and striven, with fate his toil oppos- 

îng; 

Long had he pampered his wild hopes boldly against despair- 
ing, 
But day by day, and month by month, his failures were disclos- 

ing. 
And time, which .wore so fast with him, his last of hopes was 
wearing. 
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** God !" he said, " forget my vow, my vow of sinful wratli, 
When mad with pain and stinging piide I swore to be a king ; 

Oh ! save my ohild — my an^el child — the starlight of my patU,- 
And take for sacrifice ail else to which my passions cling. 

" Heaven !" be cried, " take not again my heart's most sacred 
treasure ; 
Thou hast my youth's dear idol now among thy angel throng ; 
Forgive me, Heaven, if in her cbild IVe bad too proud a pleaaure. 
And leave me yet a little wbile tbis love tban deatb more 
strong." 
But ab ! tbe reed was broken, and tbe soûl tbat leaned upon it 

Fell and rose not, but lay stricken by an infinité despair ; 
And tbe tomb of Crozat's daugfater bears tbe simple story on it 
Of two bearts — botb by love broken— cbild's and parent's, 
mouldering tbere! 



KEATS. 

The tall arcbed Windows were flang open wide 
To tbe cool nigbt breeze. Not a sbadow bung 
Between tbe world witbout and be witbin — 
It would bave stifled bim, bis soûl so gasped 
And struggled for more breatb — for room to be ! 
And witb uneven steps treading in baste 
Across tbe floor with moonligbt carpeted, 
He flung bis arms out wildly, as if be 
Would part the air pressing too hard around, 
As if even space were palpable to him, 
And weigbed upon bis spirit with a migbt 
That crushed bis soûl like iron. Ail the wbile 
The big drops of his anguish stood out thick 
Upon his pale, broad forebead ; and his lips 
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Were withered with convulsions ; and his mouth 
Was circled by a rim of ghastly white, 
Jjike that about his eyes, betokening 
How well-nigh had the struggle worn him eut. 
He walked and muttered to himself^ and made 
Ail passionate gestures forced by agony, 
Till his first strength was spent, then âung him down, 
And wept as woman weeps — a flood of tears. 
Heaven sent us tears ! How would the weak survive 
When theîr great sorrows crush them, if their grief 
Were softened by no weeping? Oh, thank God, 
Who gives us tears for sorrow's medicine. 

And by and by he rose uprîght, and stood 
Once more in the full moonlight, pale and still, 
A statue of sweet sorrow : his short curls / 
Dank and disheveled on his youthful brow ; 
And his eyes bright with moisture, and the light 
Of an unquenchable spirit. Proudly thus, 
With a half-conquered anguish at his heart» 
He gave his sorrow vocal utterance : 

What am I ? a poet only, 
. A poor poet little gifted ; 
Yet this créature, low and lonely. 

Once his passionate eyes hath lifted 
In a love too fond and daring : 

And for this great sin, Heaven, 
Be his punishment unsparing — 

Be his foui heart stung and riven ! 

And thia poet is ambitions — 

Singing his own songs at pleasure — 

Therefore for this wrong malicious, 
The world hâtes him without measure. 

O just world ! O tender woman! 

Wouid my heart like yours were iron ! 
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But because God made it human, 




AU thèse woes its way environ. 




Slighted love ! and slighted labor ! 




Man who in duU hatred passeth 


•9 


Unjust judgment on his neighbor, 




Sorrow for himself amasseth, 




And in turn is scorned and bunted ; • 




But who breaks by niany bruises 




The proud heart to kindness wonted. 




Knows his jest the world amuses. 




Let melive to brook their smiling — 




God ! oh, let me live and strengthen ; 




I can bear their coîd reviling. 




Bear ail, if my day thou lengthen. 




AU,Tsa,\d — and yet my spirit 




Fainteth at one buming vision — 




One wild dream still haunting near ît. 




Sweet with love, mad with dérision. 




she looked an angel shining 




On me through her golden hair : 




Her sweet eyes seemed aye divining 




Some new beauty every where : 




Smiling out so soft and kindly • 




On whate'er she looked upon ; 




Yet my soûl but saw her blindly, 




As if she had been the sun. 




the poet pines for beauty. 




Yet he should not dare approack it ! 




Far-off worship is his duty : 




E'en the idol would reproach it, 




Were his wild dévotion nearer ; 




Oftener for the brainless rover 




Is r^served that other, dearer 




Bight to be the loved and lover. 
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Seeing her thus, why sbould I love her ? 

O it is thàt fatal sweetness, 
Bound about her and above her — 

'Tis her beauty's full cotnpleteness 
That for evermore deceives me, 

Seeming like a soûl outshining ; 
And this falsehood never leaves me. 

But my fond soûl still keeps piniog, 

P God ! I am ail unworthy, 

Heart ànd mind are spent and wasted ; 
And this struggle with the earthy 

Soûls of men, my life hath blasted. 
But 1*11 nerve me up to bear it— ' 

Be a man with men contending ; 
Hug the mortal while I wear it. 

And hope for a speedy ending. 



In Rome are many ruins, and men come 

To weep in pious sorrow o*er an arcb 
Fallen in fragments — to 'bewail the doom 

Of broken marble, and to chide the maroh 
Of pitiless time, who yearly covers o'er 

With dust and ivy some affecting show 
Of the decay of greatness — to déplore 

A costly edifice*s overthrow. 

And some, a few, do rouse up the dead past, 
And talk sublimely to the ancient ghosts 

Of Cicero and Cœsar, with a vast 
* Ampunt of fancy which deserves their boasts. 

The past ia a great study — it is well ! 

Man should look backward to know where he is : 

Then let the pilgrim court the awful spell — 
A pensive, salutary joy is his. 
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But, O young poet» stay upon your round, 
Your wandering feet beside a brother's iomh. 

And gird your spirit up for slight and wound. 
Lest, like the sleeper's, your soûl sink in gloom. 

K broken heart ! ab, 'lis a bitter thing 
To know the gentle in the world must die ; 

That man must steel bis heart by force to wring 
From bÎ8 unfeeliog fellow equity, 
Or perish, name and famé, in calumny. 

Each blessing bas its bane, and thy complaining 
Is that thy gifts are not unmized with pain ; 

So finely strung thy heart-cbords, some are straining. 
And if they be but touched will snap in twain. 

But ob, thy passionate love is not ail sligbted, 
If from some heart o'erburdened like thine own — 

Some fond, weak heart, by pain and passion blighted — 
It wakes on chords long silent their laat tone, 
And brings back tears and gladness long unknown. 
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AZLEA. 

DRAJfATIS PSRSONJfi. 

AZLBA, an tM^Êroviêmtriee. 

UozAnisi, faOuT to AtleOf mnd « musical 

HxufON, atmQnk. 

Alve&non, «m artist. 

Fiflhemum and citùau. 

ÀCT L 
SoBNE I. — Share of the MediterraneatL '^ 

IhUer AzLSA. 

Azlea. *Tis sunset on the océan ! Gloriously 
Has the god canopied his purple bed 
Wiih crimson and with gold ! and on the sea 
The ruby richness of his radiancé shed — 
Tinging the wavelets with a deeper dye, 
More régal in its hue than blushing morn. 
And softer than the loveliness of noon ; 
Yet beâutiful, as when from darkness born 
Light threw o'er earth its heaven-borrowed booo, 
And earth and océan burst from mystery ! 
And grand as beautiful ; the glowing sky, 
With its high piled up masses of bnght clouds, 
And océan mirror striving to outvie 
In gorgeousne^s the many-colored crowds 
Of grotesque forms sailing the upper blue ; 
And the o'erhanging rocks, whose sullen gloom 
Rests lîke a frown upon the ocean's brow — 
Whose towering crests along the shores loom» 
Gontrasting with their shade the sunset's glow : 
Earth, sky, and océan, make one splendid view f 

J^ter Herhon, advancing along the skare, and listetUng, 

jffer. Methinks the hollow sighing of the main 
Hath wondrous musîc in it. The wild taies 

12 
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Of mermaîd and of sea-nymph, by this scène. 

And this mysteripus music, are recalled ; 

And I can fancy where their pearly barks 

Will barst the azuré waves and greet my sigbt 

With their much storiéd loveliness. And now 

I hear a burst of song, as witohing real 

As if 'twere mortal sung it, and I saw 

ïhe songstress with mine eyes. Perchance there is 

A wind-harp on thèse shores ; l'U seek it out,' 

For I do love thèse harps of nature best ; 

And tbey are tuned by spirits, whose light fingers 

Do at the same time sweep song from our hearts, 

Vibrating our whole being. 

{A song ia heard, and Azlba appearsfrom behvnd a rock» 

SONG. 

Maidens of the coral grove l 

Hear what I implore of y ou z 
If ye know of endless love. 

Tell your earthly sister true ; 
Mortals tell her love is vain — 
Answer from the sighing main ! 

ffer. A fair enchantress \ and by her frail form. 
And youthfui, innocent face, a very child ! 
Too lovely to be mortal, I should say, 
Save for the hound that tracks her sylph-like feet. 
Lovely ! she seems as if she were the soûl 
Of ail the mighty beauty of this scène ; 
Wondrously beautiful ! not more sublime 
Looks the great océan than that infant face I 
Such a strange lovcliness the scène, the hour. 
And the wild, mournful music of the waves. 
Hâve breathed into each feature. And the light 
Of her young spirit shining purely through, 
Awed aijd o'ermastered, yet devoid of fear, 
She seems as when on the bewildered sight 
Of earth's first children burst this glorious sphère. 
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An angel spirit, spcll-bound with delight I 
l'il break the spell, for I vould see tbe change 
Corne over tbose rapt features. 

l^Tkrows a sheîl into the water at her feet^ Azlea tripe 
toward Mm, but svddenly pauses. 

Azlea. Metbougbt thou wert my father ; I knew not» 
Tbat others visited" this lonely place. 
I tbougbt tbat fae bad corne to bid me sing 
Witb him some wild sea-melody ; for we 
Do often at tbis bour sit hère awbile, 
And I sing songs suiting bb mood, which he 
Accompanies with bis great, solemn airs, 
Tbat thousands bave applauded ; but none feel 
Tbe music tbat is in them like bimself. 

Her. Sweet cbild ! tby fatber's solemn mélodies 
Hâve been infused into tby youtbful spirit ! 
Ere yet I saw thee — bidden from my sight 
By tbe projecting rocks^L beard tby voice 
Blending to barmony tbe mournful sounds 
Of sighing winds and waves; and I did tbink 
Some spirit's airy fingers swept a lyre, 
Along thèse echoing shores. And I was right ; 
'Twas nature's lyre I beard — its thousand strings 
Vibrating in tby beart. Wilt sing for me ? 

Azlea. I seldom sing for any but my father ; 
But did I know what music suits you best, 
I might attempt a single song for you. ' 

Her. Tbe one which you were singing. 

Azlea. (Sings.) 

Maidens of the bright blue ses, 

Dwells love in your crystal caves ? 
Live ye not right merrily, 

'Neath tbe wild careçring waves? 
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Mortôis only hear their moan, 
Haye they not a softer tone ? 

Maîdens of the coral grove ! 

Hear what I implore of y ou : 
If ye know of endless love. 

Tell your earthly sister true ; 
Mortals tell her love is vain — 
Answer from the sighing main \ 

Her, So young, and misanthropie ! say, my child, 
Who taught you how to doubt earth's love and trust ? 

Azlea, I scarce can tell» unless it were the oné 
Who only loves me. and alone I love — 
My father ! Yet he never bade me doubt, 
Or turn from love ; but when I look on him, 
Shrinking away from the world's noisy praise^ 
And breathing mournful music to himself, 
It seems as if he thought 'twére mockery — 
And having leamed to understand each tone, 
His plaintive mélodies ai-e more éloquent 
To me, of thought and feeling, than are words. 
If this can be called teaching, 'twas this taught 
Even my earliest childhood to hoard up 
Its fuUness of affection from the world. 
And turned my heart tp naturels changeless love. 

Her. Dost thou love nature whoUy ; her wild scènes 
Of grand and awful beauty dost thou love, 
Even as the starlight or the sunset hour ? 

Azlea, Yes, almost moré, but with a stranger feelîng. 
I love the lightning's vivid flash — 
The deep-toned thunder's angry crash ; 
I love the ocean's stormy roar, 
That beats its surge against the shore ; 
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The eagle's scream, the storm-bird's cry, 
The winds that whistle loud and high ; 
The éléments' most angry moan 
Is to my heart a music tone ! 
And y et I love earth'^ gentler hours, 
Her sunny smile, and song, and flowers ; 
I love the gushing waterfall, 
The tiny streamlet's gentler call— * 
Sol's morning rise, and sunset glow, 
Shining upon the mountain's snow 
In many a radiant rosy wreath, 
Shaming the shadow-land beneath ! 
I love the tall old monarch oak» 
The pensive willow by the brook ; 
I love the brilliant âowers, but less 
Thao the sweet violet's bashfulness. 
Oft when the summer sun goes down 
From his high zenith-sceptered throne, 
And with his skillful pencil shrouds 
The azuré o'er with glorious clouds, 
To vail his eye's bright parting ray, 
And promise us another day, 
As bright and beautiful, to come, 
Yet in eternity, morrow's home ; 
Oft at such hours my heart doth fîll 
With feelings strange, unutterable ! 
And such émotions crowd my soûl 
As my weak strength ean not control ; 
And such a strong oppressiveness 
Sometimes upon my heart doth press, 
I long to take from out my breast 
The heart that feels such wild unrest : 
So much by différent time and scène, 
My spirit tempest-tost hath been. 

Her, Sweet, young enthusiast ! how high, and pure. 
And grand thy natural poetry of soûl ! 
But thou art yet a child, and thou wilt leam 
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Another and a différent kind of love, 

Whose power will be a wild idolatry — 

A worship stronger tban tbe wildest strengtb 

Tbe majesty of nature can inspire. 

It would be well couldst thou forever keep 

Thy pure and innocent guilelessness of thougbt ; 

But tbe world batb it otherwise ; and none 

May pass its confines without baving felt 

Its cold and cbilling bitterness. But go ; 

Tby fatber will await thee, wondering 

At tby long tarrying away from bim. 

And see ! wbere late tbe sunset bues were brîgbt, 

A sullen, beavy, inky-colored mass ^ 

Is darkening tbe borizon. We sball see 

Tbe tempest in its migbt, and bear tbe sound 

Of awful music, sucb as sea, and sky, 

And winds, and creaking eartb commingled, 

Making one terrible cborus, dan produce ! 

Haste tben ; but ère tbou goest, let me pray 

Ileaven's blessings on tbee and tby innocence. 

God bless tbee, and farewell ! 

Azlea, I tbank tbee, boly fatber. Azlea 
Will keep tby blessing in remembrance. [Bxit Azlba, 

Her. (Soliloquizing,) 
Eartb batb some Eden-spirits yet — tboùgb few. 
O bow may man, in bis dark sinfulness. 
Stand silenced and rebuked before a cbild ! 
Wbo, knowing not of reason, batb yet learned 
To call iife's mockeries by tbeir real name ; 
And being berself ali love, yet bow to keep 
Her spirit ail unsulbed from eartb's lusts ; 
, Wbile he, witb bis great, godlike attributes, 
Still keeps witbin bis bosom teaseless streams 
Of every evil passion, till bis beart 
Hatb not one fountain in it of sweet waters ! 
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And being thus, still sneers upon his fellow. 
And taunts him with his ovm infirmities; 
Till life becomes a scène of wild turmotl, 
Of vain, tumultuous striving to become 
Masters of others' passions — while our own 
Are buming out our hearts. 

what a sçene ! 
The tempest hath begun its terrible play, 
And sky; and earth, and océan are at strife, 
With winds, and surge, and thunders, discoursing 
With angry voices their hoarse-throated rage ! 
How the forked lightnings rend the sable sky ! 
Reveaîing for an instant the wild sight 
Of mountain billows and dark, shapeless rocks ; 
Showing mé where I stand — ^how near to death — 
A rude and pitiless death ; yet I stir not, 
Nor feel a thrill of fear. I almost wish 
Some wave, more daring than the rest, would reach 
My perilous footing, bearing me frona hence, 
To die among its fellows. I would sooner 
Die in a scène like this, of nature's strife, 
Than living wearily a joyless life, 
At last to perish in the savage war 
Of jarring human passions. I can hear 
The «creaming of the sea-guU ; well he loves 
A time like this ; th&t his sharp voice may be 
Distinguished even above the howling blasts 
And heavy surgings of the heaving sea. 
I, like him, hâve loved such tempest hours — 
But with a( différent passion : I can feel 
The wild sublimity — can éteep my soûl 
In the stem grandeur of this lonely place, 
With darkness, waves, and thunder, to impress 
Its power upon my spirit ; not like him, 
Striving to out-noise the tempest. Vain ambition î 
Yet many, how many, strive for this, 
To be the loudest in the stormy crowd 



139 



Digitized byVjOOQlC 
I 



140 , AZl«EA. 

Of noisy buman struggles ; to be beard 

Above rnan's babbling tbunders, and to say 

Their voice batb been most powerful. \Exii Hkrmon. 

ScENB IL — An apartment in Mazariki's house. Alvervok lying 
on a eouck — ^Azlea hénding over htm. 

Enter Mazarini and a Fisbennan. 

Fish. Tbe vessel was wrecked off our coast ; I found bim lying 
on tbe rocks, sadly bruîsed. I tbink be wUl recover ; so leavîng 
bim in your care, I must away. \Exit Fisberman. 

Azlea, Tbe strangèr— K)b, be lives ! I feel bis puise 
Flatter as quick, and soft, and varyingly 
As a fine barp-striog in tbe impatient wind. 

Maz. Life struggles for tbe mastery witb deatb ; 
Tbe cordials you bave given bim will restore 
Tbe inaniraate puise, and bring tbe breatb 
Back to bis deatb trbite lips. And yet percbance 
Our kindness is a cruelty to bim, 
K be sbould wake to find bis bopes ail wrecked — 
A wife or sister buried in tbe sea. 
Or bis wealth wasted. Human bopes are frail. 
And one nigbt may bave blasted bis for aye. 

Azlea, We will be kind to bim, as to a brotber. 
And beal bis wounds, and sootbe bis broken spirit, 
Tbat be may not die grieving for bis loss. 

Mqz. He will not, cbild ; not many moum so welL 

AzUd, l'il bring bim fruit and flowers to drive away 
The loneliness of solitude ; and siog 
Tbe softest airs I know ; and tell bim taies 
Of magie and of love. Would it be wrong 
To entertain bim tbus ? It seems to me 
It would be over-bold ; and yet last nigbt 
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I tâlked as fearlessly as I do now ; 

But 'twas witli one who seemed to sEun the worid, 

As we do, father ; and so I but thought 

And spoke with him as if it had been y où. 

He was a frîar, and he blessed your child. 

But tbis young stranger must be of the world, 

And I sball leam to fear bim. 

Maz. My cbild — my Aziea ! wpuld no way ward fate 
Had tbrown bim in your patb. Nay, look not tbus — 
I bave a pitying heart, and would rejoice 
To do a gentle service for a friend. 
Or even for an enemy ; but now 
I fear wbat I cdn not explain ; nor can 
Your guileless nature understand my tbougbts. 
Oh, must ihis be ? Azl-ea, let not 
Thy beart be stolen from thy> father now. 
In bis hoar, desolate agç ; but no ! 
'Tis blest, and fresh, and happy with thy love ; 
But let it not be withered su^ddenly, 
By finding its last solace taken away — 
My child's sweet love divided ! 

AzUa, {Throwing hérself into his arms!) My father l 
My dear father !« hath thy chîld e'er known 
A thought save tbougbts of thee — ^and dost thou now 
Wrong her, by dreaming thàt she can forget 
Her soul's one boly passion, save the love 
She gives to nature, and which bas become 
An élément of her being ! No — oh, no ! 

Maz, Blest Spirit, do thy will ! It can not be 
Evil could reach thee ; follow wbat way 
Thy purity sball teach thee ; and forget 
An old man's selfish jealousies. Sweet one, 
Thy patient neods thy care ; I must go forth 
To catch some wild èea-melody, the breeze 
May whisper to my ear. [Exit Mazarini» 
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Azlea, {Bending over Alvemoii.) 
There's breath upon his lips, and on bis cbeck 
A faint and trembling color. His dark bair 
Is beavy y et, and cold witb tbe sea-brine, 
And bis bigb, rounded forebead, bas a gasb 
Cut by tbe cruel rocks. 1*11 cbafe bis brow ; 
He soon must waken from tbis deatblike sleep* 

Alvemon, ( Undosing kis eyes,) 
I must bave dreamed, or else I now do dream : 
I tbougbt tbat in tbe tempest ail were lost. 
And tbe cold waves closed round my sbuddering form, 
But ail was tumult, nigbt, and tbundering, 
And I know not wbat happened. Where am I ? 
Tbis is a pleasant place, and tbou art young 
And very beautiful ; bow came I bere ? 

Azlea, Tbou bast been ill, und I must bid tbee rest ; 
1*11 talk to tbee wben tbou art somewbat stronger. 
Now close tbine eyes, and I will bring tbee wine, 
Wbicb tbou must first partake, tben sleep again; 
l'il sing some low, soft melody to lull 
Your sensés to repose, wben I retum. ]^Exit Azlea. 

Alver. Wbo is this créature of sucb wondrous beauty? 
Her voice is plaintive music in itself ; 
And sbe will ^ng to me— bow innocent ! 
'Tis sweet to bave sucb minister to sootb 
Tbe body's stinging pains ; but wbere am I, 
And wbo is sbe ; alike mysterious? 

Ee-enter Azlea with wine and fruits, 

Azlea, I bave brongbt tbat wbicb will revive your strengtb. 

Alver, I could now sleep ; I (eel a languor steajing 
Over my sensés like a pleasant balm. 
If now tbou'lt sing for me I sball be grateful» 
And see tbee in my dreams. 
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Azlea. {Sings,) 

Eest thee now, weary one, soft is thy pillow ; 

Best thee, and dream of thy dear distant home ; 
Dream of the hearts that far over the billow 

Still love you, and bless you wherever you roam. 

Drçam of thy mother, whose prayers ever arise 

At morning, at noon, and at evening for thee ; 
Rest thee, and dream of her — richer the prize 

Of a mother'a warm blessing than. wealth of the sea. 

Dream of the sister wbose tender caresses 
Clung to thy form in her weepiqg faiewell ; 

Dream of your meeting, your joyful embraces, 
And the stories of love each shall hasten to tell. 

Dream of thy home, of its dear youthful pleasures, 
Of the sports of the field, of the river and wood — 

Thy heart shall remember ail thèse with its pleasures. 
And mem'ries rush over thy soûl in a flood. 

Rest thee then, weary one, soft is thy pillow ; 

Rest thee and dream of the land of thy love ; 
Absence, nor distance, nor rude rolling billot, 

To soûl meeting soûl shall a barrier prove. 

JSJnter Habmon. 

Her, Heaven's blessings on theé, Azlea, sweet child ! 
Thou hast a suff'rer under thy kind care, 
Who I perceive is sleeping. I was sent 
By a poor fisherman of the coast, to him, 
That should he wish confession of his sins 
He might hâve holy comfort and ad vice. 

Azlea. The stranger,- holy father, is now lying 
In quiet, natural sleep, that will restore 
His former health.to him'; except some cuts 
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^ ' Which vrïW require good 'tendance ; and for this 
' My father and myself bave pledged ourselves, 
In kindness to the suffering. 

ffef, Methought I heard sweet musiq, when I first 
Entered your vine-wreathed cottage ; did I so ? 

Azlea. Yovt may hâve heard a simple melody 
With which I sung the invalid to rest. 

Her, You did then sing the stranger to his rést. 
And your fair hands hâve bathed his aching brow, 
And your sweet voice has whispered tenderness, 
And you hâve ministered to his ex'ery want 
With most unsparing kindness. Azlea, 
This stranger hère is young ; is of the world ; 
'Tis ti-ue he may be good and virtuous, 
But there are few who are ; nay, blush not, child» 
With such-a pained look ; I did not mean 
What thou hast done is wrong, in being kind — 
But in the world of which this stranger is, 
Such innocence as thine meets sneering taunts — 
Being deemed by its misjudging sinfulness, 
Other than what it is. Art weeping, sweet ? 
Nay, weep not, I was wrong ; ^nd now I think, 
While gazing on thee and thy mournful face, 
Not any but the vilest could withstand 
The power of thy guileless purity. 
I would not take thy unsuspecting truth, 
And give thee ail earth's wisdom, and its wealth. 
For thou wouldst be the loser. 

Azïea, Father, if in aught I hâve transgressed, 
Even the world's stern code of modest action, 
I should be bitterly grieved ; and tl\ou art right 
To warn rae of my folly. Àzlea 
Knows little of the world, and would not leam 
More than she knows already, if to leam 
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Brings such a painful feeling, as but now, 
Poisoned the pure émotions she had felt 
Toward the suffering stranger wbom she had 
Strivcn to render happy. Evermore 
I will be coy and oareful, never giving > 

To any but my parent tbe warm love 
Tbat does pervade my being ; keeping ail 
Love's tender aitributes and natural cares. 
In one deep, ceaseless channel of affection ; 
Leaning alone for tenderness and counsel 
Upon one natural trust — the only ône 
Kature bas given me — a father's love. 

Her. I bave been very wrong to poison thus 
Thy innocent trustfulness ; for tbere is not 
A more heart-troubling spirit baunting man, 
Dwellîng in gloom, and sbadowing the soûl 
With a wing blacker than tbe wing of hâte ; 
Tbere is not in ail man's grievous torme^ts 
A darker, gloomier, or more bidcous form 
Of buman ill than sullen, black suspicion ! 
I would not teacb thee distrust ; 'tis tbe bane 
Of ail life's sweetness ; I would but bave said 
Beware of seeming virtues ; yet this mucb 
Shall be retracted, since it pains thee so 
To bear.tbe imputation of a fault not meant, 
And really not existing but in seeming. 
If this man be not tbe veriest villain 
Tbat darkens eartb with impotence of virlue, 
He will but love thee for thy ignorance 
Of tbe world's sinful wisdom. /do so ; 
Tbou art to me far loftier than tbe best 
Eartb's royalty can boast ; and thy pure soûl 
Hath radiance only borrowed from tbe skies. 

Azkà, Wert tbou not wbo tbou art — a boly teaohér — 
I sbould suspect from what tbyself hath said 
Tbat thon wert uttering in mère idleaess 
13 
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The empty words of flattery. I am but 

The simple child of nature ; hâve not known 

Augbt of man's wisdom save that gleaned from books, 

Such as my father reads ; but I hâve felt 

That I was happier in my vrilà retreat 

Tban shining witb tbe glitter of the \7orld 

I Ve witnessed from afar ; whose noisy vœce 

Frightens me into silence, and \7h0se breath 

Would scorch my brain witb fever ; for the heart 

Beareth not many such unwilling lessons 

As I bave grieved to glean from thy vague hints — 

ToQ definite for my happiness. But I 

Perhaps sbould tbank thee for advice, whicb now 

My heart is too mucb burt and sorrowing 

To value as it ought. I will retire, 

And weep tbe bitter tears that flood my eyes. 

And then I may be happier again. [I^xit Azlza. 

JSer. I sbould bave known her better tban to throw 
Reproacb upon her actions. The young heart» 
Finding itself mistaken in its trust, 
Grows suddenly strong ; and ail its softness 
Is petrified to marble. I must be 
Regardful in tbe future, and not wound 
Her sensitive spirit witb too stem a view 
Of the world's imperfections. This is strange — 
That vfiih her native doubt of human truth, 
She still is so mucb pained by finding out 
More tban sbe had suspected. But tbis youth ! 
Wby do I fear that sbe sball leam of him 
To feel deligbt in love and confidence ? 
By bis fine forebead, and bis placid mouth. 
And by tbe lines upon his handsome face, 
I sbould pronounce him noble in bis nature — 
Gentle and just ; and such I think be is ; 
Yet do I wisb Azlea may never learn 
To estimate his virtues as they are. 
I woiUd bave her ever as sbe 
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Childlike, yet lofty ; gentle, yet resolate ; 

"W^nting în caution, and yet innocent. 

But Heaven, wbich will protect her, will deny 

Its blessing unto me, for beîng unjust 

To tbis unknown and sbipwrecked slumberer. 

I will go fortb, and lifting up my beart, 

Ask God to purge my being from tbe curse 

Of every evil p«ssion ; lest I be 

Tempted to violate my sacred vow 



Of holiest observance. 



[Exit Hermo^. 



ACT n. 



ScsNB I. — Sea-shore. 



Enter Alvsrnon and Azlea. 



Alver, Tbis is indeed a grand and beautiful scène, 
Wortby a master's pencil. Often I, 
In Spain, and Çwitzerland, and Germany, 
Hâve wrapt my spirit in delicious dreams. 
And fancy's touch, anticipating art, 
Hatb placed tbem on tbe canvas ; wbile my eye 
Feasted upon tbem, and my soûl forgot 
Its mortal tenement. My spirit sees, 
Witb one wide, comprebensive glance, a scène. 
And copies witb a quick and perfect skill, 
Ëacb beautiful feature of tbe wbole grand pièce, 
Dreaming tbe wbile in ecstasy. 

Azlea, Yours must be a soul-encbanting power» 
To bnng tbe grand, and beautiful, and vast 
Within tbe pencil's compass ; and to give 
Sucb eamest likeness to it as to cbeat 
Tbe eye into bclieving tbat it saw 
Tbe glorious or tbe fair original ! 
Do you not worsbip your own beavenly art î 
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Alver. It ever bath been first in my heart'a lore; 
But I hâve learned of thee a deeper love» 
A higher, holier, and more sacred flaine 
Than burns upon tbe altar of ambition. 
Azlea ! thou art a wondroas being — 
And I know not whether I dare to love tbee; 
But it is virtue to acknowledge this — 
That tbou bast beld an influence o'er mj spirit, 
Which it will take a ]ifetime to forget. 
Thy care, thy gentleness, tby voice of song. 
And more tban ail, thy childlike innocence 
Of every impure sentiment or tbougbt» 
Hath won the deep dévotion of a beart 
Tbat yet scarce dares to tell thee of its love ; 
Nor would I venture to so bold a tbougbt» 
As tbat I bave inspired witbin'thy breast 
A single feeling tenderer tban tbou 
Wouldst bave bestowed on any bapless stranger 
A pitying Heaven tbrew under tby sweet care. 
To-morrow's sun will sbine on my fareweU 
To my dear, temporary home and tbee ; 
And I bavé naught to offer thee, in lieu 
Of wbat would be to some, more just reward; 
Save warmest gratitude, and warmest love. 
And tbou wilt not reject it? 

Azlea. Tbere can not be rewa,rd more canceling 
To every debt of kindness, tban is this 
Tou offçr^-^amest gratitude ; but love 
Is for a higber purpose. I can not 
Accept for guerdon, wbat tbe deatbless spirît 
Hath for its immortal dower. You mistake ; 
And are yet ignorant of real love. 

Alver, Since you bave spoken thus, I am compelled 
To vindicate my sentiments by words 
Stronger tban I had purposed. If to say 
Never sball I forget thee — never more 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



AZLEA. 



149 



Hear in mj spirit music like thy voice — 
Never see vision wîth so mucli of heaven 
In look or action ; that the memoiy 
Of our short intercourse shall live and bum 
Forever on the altar of my heart ; 
If to say I love thee truly, wholly, 
Wîth an undying passion, can impress 
A deeper sensé of truth upon thy mind, 
Azlea^ I say it — and would be believed 1 

Àzlea, Alvemon, I hâve never until now 
Liistened to words of passion ; never felt 
Aij^ht of a love other than children feel 
For parents best and fondest — ^so that now 
Thy words sound through my spirit ; but my heart 
Is hoarded up from passion. Did I feel 
That in my inmost soûl which you describe, 
I would not let it live ! 

Alver. Aaiiea^ I hâve thought thee, and thou art, 
The tender girl of nature, fuU of lovet 
And yet you tell me that you would not list 
Your hèart's impassîoned pleadings, even when 
Another heart joined in iU earnest prayer 
For the sweet blessing of your love. Is this 
The voice of your own spirit ? Hath it not 
Been darkened by the shadow of mistrust ? 
Ëlse how didst thou learn to be stem to love ? 

Azlea. Thou art right in guessing it is not 
Tlie natural promptings of tnj untaught heart 
To harden my soul's softness ; and I fear 
I am not cautions to propriety ; 
And knowing nothing of life's varied ways» 
I would avoid ail evil. 

Alver. ^ Surely thou 

Hast had a gloomjr teacher for thy youth ; 
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And wouldst thou live forever without love, 
Fearing thou shouldst do wrong in beiog trustful ? 
Nay, Azlea, for once thou hast been wrong. 

Azlea. 'Tis true I may be wrong in fostering doubt; 
But I will tell y ou how the feeling came. 
Ere yet I saw thee, there was in my heart 
A native shrinking from the world's approach, 
Which vague reports of glittering misery. 
And hollow-heartedness, and dark deceit» 
^ Reaching me in my solitude, increased ; 
But I as yet had never talked with any, 
Who, knowing of the world, would tell a child 
Whether to love or shun it ; until one, 
A father of the hôly Church of Rome, 
Met me, and by his converse of the world, 
Taught me to fear its hollowness of heart. 
Ils strange how much I yield to his dark counsel — 
Dark it doea seem to me, though I obey ;. 
But I hâve thought that I bave been ungrateful 
From that my real nature hâtes suspicion. 
And 80 I listen. 

Alver, And bis were evil lessons, Azlea. 
If the world is void of truth and honor, 
It is because they ait are taught to doubt 
Each other's love and faith ; and doubting thus, 
Grow proud and self-dependent ; and the cloak 
Of love and virtue is toc often wom 
To hide the sours corruption. Were there more 
Of love and gentleness, there would be less 
Of ail the evil passions. Azlea, 
Reject such evil counsel ; let thy soûl. 
Pure as ît is, and beautiful, shine forth, 
Unhidden by distrust; for purîty 
Is mightier to banish evil thoughts, 
From hearts howe'er degraded, than stem coidness. 
Say not again thou wilt not list to love ; 
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Does not thy mother. Nature, breatbe of love 
In every smiling feature ? Is not her voice 
Ever Hiost éloquent of tenderness ? 
And ^ilt thou, her sweet child, reject her teaching, 
And ftid în scom a refuge from her power? 

Azlea, I am yet but a child, but if to know 
That Azlea, in her simple ignorance, 
Hath let a étranger occupy her thoughts 
More than was coy and maidenly ; and hath 
Even had dreams of strange, delicious sweetness, • 

In which she deemed she loved and was beloved — 
If to know this would give thee happy thoughts, 
Though blushing at her own temerity, . 
Azlea would still acknowledge it. 

Alver, God bless thee, lovely one, for those sweel Words ! 
When in tho world, of which you hâve such dread, 
It will be the sweet solace of my toils, . 
To think of thee, and dream of coming years, 
In which my Azlea and myself shall share 
The dearest joys of earth ! and until then 
Thou wilt remember me with love — ^wilt thou ? 

Azlea, Azlea eau not forget thee. 

Alver, Now I go 

To try my fortunes in the capital ; 
To catch the inspiration lingering round 
The Works of the great masters ; and to feast 
My soûl, with beauty and with power. But 
1*11 carry in my memory a scène. 
And a presiding spîrit, far more bright 
Than any art can pencil or imagine. [ExeunU 
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ACT m, 
BcsNs lé — Momlight, A gardm in the rear of Mazarini's houte. 

Enter Mazarini. 

Maz. This îs a glorious night ! tbe stars are out 
In hosts innumerable ; but tbe moon. 
In her resplendent brilliancj, so dîms tbeir ligbt 
Tbey scarce can be dîstinguished, but ail blend 
Into one paly maze of fretted gold. 
Beautiful ! How glorious is our eartb, ' 
How full of lovelinesà and melody ! 
The breeze cornes laden with tbe ricb perfume 
Of gardens, filled with tbe luscious fruits. 
And flowers steeped in nîgbt^s extracting dew ; 
While every swell of its low, musical breath, 
Sweeps f^ more eamest gush of melody 
From natuie's tbousand lyres. O that man 
• Should live in such a world of loveliness, 
Yet bearing in bis beart such bideous forms 
Of darkness and wild discord. Now tbe past 
Is in a torrent rushing o'er my soûl : 
The past, with its brigbt pages and its dark — 
And darker some, and g)oomier than Hades.,* 
Viola ! Viofti ! how my soûl worshiped tbee ! 
How wildly beautiful tbou wert in feature — 
How wild, and sweet, and carol-Jike thy voice, 
Whose charm first waked tbe passions of a heart 
That bumed in its*unquencbed, unquenchable fifes, 
Till naught was left^ but asbes. Even now 
I see tbee as tbou wert — ^so innocent ! 
But my vaûi love of flattery and applause 
Forced tbee upon the stage. How tbe world stared ! 
As if tbeir greedy eyes would h?ive devoured tbee ; 
And how tbey shouted forth tbeir mad applause, 
And loaded thee with favor! My vain soûl. 
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Exulting in thy glorious power of song, 

And feeling, seeing, knowing nathîng else 

But tby most wondrous loveliness, forgpt 

The world was black and rotten to the cote, 

Upon wbose favor I taugbt thee to lean. 

But bitterly, most bitterly I learned 

To curse its dark beguilings. Oh ! tbat hour 

In whicb I learned tbat thou wert false to me, 

Was full of wilder torments tban the skill 

Of the arcb-demon could ever bave invented ! 

Then bow I cursed thee, Viola ! bow I raved. 

And stamped, and beaped upon tby name 

The vilest epitbets my mind could frame ! 

God knows wbat my mad phrensy would bave done, 

Hadst tbou not left a pleader in the cause 

Of îniiocence and virtue. Our sweet babe, 

Wben in my rage I would bave smotbered it, 

Looked up and smiled, witb sucb a beavenly smile — 

So brigbt, and soft, and pure — my soûl was bent 

From its dark purpose ; and I kissed its moutb, 

So like tbine own in beauty, and its eyes, 

So dreamy, deep, and soft, and wept sucb tears 

As manbood knows but once. Ob, fearfuUy 

Was my ambition punisbed ! fearfully 

Was my great wrong avenged, wben once again 

You crossed my tbreshbold but to faint and die, 

Murmuring tbe words of bitterest repentante ! 

From tbat bour my spirit's cbords were broken ; 

And life bolds notbing to encbain me bere, 

But my brigbt cbild — my Azlea. 



I^nter Azlba. 

Azlea, Forgive tby cbild for ber unlawful act ; 
But coming out to séek thee, tby strange worda 
Boused ail my wonder find my sympathy,. 
And 1 stood sâently and listened. 
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Maz, Thou hast indeed heard ^\M I ne ver meanV 
Shodd reach thy youthful ears. But l)etog so, 
I must forgive thee for thy nainraJ wish 
To know thy mother's history. And now 
Sit by xny side — and thou must talk to me ; 
'Twill soothe the feverish throbbing of my veins» 
And cal m the thooghts the resurrected paat 
Hath stirred within my breast. 

Azlea, ^What I hare heard 

Is what hath held thee hère ih solitude, 
Shunning the world, and hiding it from me : 
Is it not, father ? 

Maz. Tes, my Azlea ; 

I would not hâve thee hear its voice of guile — 
I would not hâve thy spirit bear the taint 
Of its impurities ; or hâve thy heart 
Crushed by its withering sorrows. I. would keep 
Thy souI as fresh and pure — as free from care — 
As the free bird of heaven ; never hâve thee 
Know aught of any sorrow ; never hâve thee 
Know aught of any passion, save thy love 
For thy infirm old father. Azlea, 
I know this must seem selfish, cold, and strange ; 
• But now thou knowest how my heart was broken, 
Thou wilt not marvel at it. 

AzUa, My father ! 

I fain would tell thee what must give thee pain. 
But can not bear to hear thy sorrowing. 
Thy child hath been forgetful of her promise — 
Hath told a stranger that her foolish heart 
Cherished his image in it ; that she deemed 
She loved him with the love he wished of her. 

M<îz. Alas, alas ! that this should come so early ! 
But my heart whispered that it musl be so ; 
And now I find its prophecy not idie. 
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Aslea, O fear no4 Azîea can e'er be won 
From her obeditece ; or ever bring 
Her father'^ boar head sormwîng to the tomb. 
O no, no, no ! She would not e'en forsake 
For ail €arth*8 love, her father' s dearer lote. 
Or leave him ever for another's smiles. 



Maz, Did I not tbink tbis youth most virtuotts» 
Lofty, and good, I sbould indeed be curst ; 
But a few years, and this conBuming frame 
Shall bave returned to earth, and thou wilt be 
A lonely orphan, belpless on the sea 
Of human toil and striving. It maj be well. 
And thou and I must pray that it be so. 



Azlea, O do not talk of dying ; ère that time 



May Azlea bave slept her final sleep. 



[Ourtain falls. 



SoBNB II. — A recess in a forest. 

I^nter IJxmiOTSf, 
, Her, I bave wept, bave prayed, hâve bumbled my stem 

80Ul 

In most abject entreaty before Heaven ; 
Hâve vowed, and fasted, and done penances 
Enougb to save a soûl already cursed ; 
But ail is weak and vain before the power 
Of this o'ermastering passion. And nonv 
I give the struggle over ! If I may 
But win the love of Azlea, ail earth, 
AU hell, shall strive in vain to fnght me 
Frona my fixed purpose. Heaven refuses 
Longer to oppose my wishes, and the fear 
Of earthly torments can not now restr^n 
The passions of my nature. How my soûl. 
No longer bound by vows of holiness. 
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Longs to give utterance to Hs pent-up feelings I 
I could yell, could rave, and tear my rebel flesh 
With fiendish rage and eageme8s--^o bum 
The fîres of hell witfain me. Ob, Azlea ! 
Thy sweet young face arises in my beart 
With a rebuking coldness ; thy pure hck 
Of calm and earnest sorrow for my grîef. 
And thy Birange, startied fearf alness, when thon 
Didst leam its sînful cause, and thy dear words 
Of kînd and holy counsel, teaching me 
What my best day» knew not of holiness-i- 
How ail thèse memories reproach my sio ! 
But still they feed the ever-buming* flame 
Tbyself didst kindle by thy purity, 
And coldness can net conquer. 

- {A mysterious voice anstoers.) 

Voice. Cease, babbler ! 

Thine is a passion vain as most unholy. 

ffer. Who mocks me with rehearsal of tny grief? 
Démon or mortal, whosoe'er thoa art, 
Say not again what I now know too well , 
If thou canst md me, do it ; and if not, 
Tkou art the babbler ! 

Voice,' Dost thou not know me ? 

Has not my still small y(»ce whispered to ihee 
Through thy long, weary watching ? Was not night 
* Full of my haunting terrors 1 Dwelt I not 
With thèe in silence and in solitude, 
Checking thy waywàrd nature ; and did not 
My warning keep thee sinless until now, 
When thou hast thrown me from thee ? Now I go, 
JBut in my stead shall oome another spirit, 
Who shall possess thy being. 

2d Voice. Ha! ha! ha! 

Thy monitor is easily scared away ; 
Thou needest one less timid. 
14 
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Her. Fiend, away ! * 

Comest tbou to exult o'er vanquished conscience ? 
I am sufficient torment to myself 
Without thy hellish aid ; away ! away ! 

2d Voice, Bid me not go away ; I am a part 
Of thy inséparable self — dark restlessness. 
I too bave haunted tbee in midnight watcbes ; 
I too bave peopled solitude witb forma 
Fearful and black as gloom ; bave wom out virtue 
Witb my perpétuai importuni^e& 
Nay, Hermon, I am too mucb part of tbee 
To leave tbee to still musings and reflection. 

Her, Ob, tbou tormenting spirit ! let tby yoice 
Rest for one bour, tbat my vexed soûl may find 
Repose from tby incessant torturing. 
Is*t not enougb tbat I am wbat I am, 
Traitor to Heaven, and curst upon the eartb, 
Witbout tbe object for wbicb ail was lost. 
But tbou must scourge me tbus ? 

2d Voke, The object — ay. 

And wben sball she reward tbee? Answer me. 

ffer, Goad not my soûl to madness witb tby taunts, 
If mad I am not now ; itseems to me . f . 

Tbat my brain is on fire, and my beart burns 
Witb a devouring âame. tbat Azlea 
Could for one botir feel my tormenting pangs, 
Tben Hermon would be pitied. 

2d Voice. Sbe would not 

Tield, as tbou bast donc ; in her g«ntle sottl 
I migbt wear out tbe life, but virtue never. . 

ffer, Again, again yoù taunt me. Fiend, away ! 
My brain is crazed witb torment^ — I am mad ! [Rushes out 
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ACT IV. 

ScsNB I. — Eame. AgaUery, 

Enter Alvernon, pausing hefore a picture. 

Alver, Bright being ! how beauttful thou art ! 
Not many days shall pass ère I behold 
The bright original. How in my heart 
Hurries the quick, impatient puise of love ! 
Dear Azlea ! thou hast been my charm * 
Against the s\m and follies of the world ; 
And mayst thou ever be my guardian spirit. 
Lovely, and loving, and beloved, thou art 
Worthy a mortal's worship ! 

JSnter Cîtizens. 

l8t Cit Ha ! thou hast 

Completed a new picture. Beautiful f 
Methinks that face is one that I hâve seen ; 
Those eyes — the same sweet mouth, dimpled and full ; 
The brow so strangely pure» so Hke «lear pearl, 
Bounded and smooth, with the fine azuré veins 
Just clouding its translucency ; the turn 
Of the fine head, whose clustering curls of gold 
And brown inwoven shadow a neck of snow ; 
The lovely arm ; ah ! it is very strange. 
But she does seem like one that I hâve seen. 

2d Cit Bravo ! good Claudio, hast failen in love ? 

1»* Cit, No, but y ou will, when y ou hâve looked on this. 
Triuli, hast thou ûeTer seen this créature 
Of wondrous loveliness in life ? 

2d Cit. What, her ? 

Now, by the saints, youVe right ! this is Viola, 
The wonderful singer, who some years ago 
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Si'f. aîl Rome mad wiLh love. l*ve seen her picturB 
in the gallery of a gentleman 
Who told me lier siid storf. 



iJï Ciï. 



What waa U ? 



Scf Vit. I hâve no mînd to teli it; it brings tB\^r^^^\* 
And tears sliume tu en H ke us ; it was a Ule ^ 

Of love, désertion, cil me, and sorrowfui death. 

Ist Cit. A common atory* But h this a copy 
Of that sa me picture, ^entle Alvemon ? 

Aîver. 'Tis one I took from memory, 

Ui Oit Hast thou 

Thea eeen Ihe fair origiDal ? 



Alvêf. 



Of thià I hâve. 



2d Cit. He never saw Yiola, lie*a too youn^ ; 
She TV as the wife of Mazarîni, who 
îfow lives In solitude ; you^ve heard his aira ; 
They are the fineaf on the Roman stage — 
So wild, and grand, and full of melody. 
I hear he haa a daughtf^r j if she sings 
As dtd her motlier, ït will not be long 
Kre the world finds her out. I would go 
Full thîrty leagues to eee her smile^ and beiif 
The witchery of lier voice. 

Ist Cit. *Tïs you, now, 

Who talks the lover, and not Claudio. 

2d OiL Hast heard of the commotion in t!ie church ? 
One of the members of a stem, strict nrder, 
Hath laLely been deemed m ad ; and whispenngp, 
And vague reports of what hath been the cause, ^ 

Hâve much disturhcd th© holy brethren. 

Ist Cit. Why ? do they think a monk should not go miwi î 
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ACT IV, 

BcKNB I. — Morne, A gaîlery^ 
Witter Alvernon, pausing brfore a pîcture, 

Aiver. Bright being ! how beautrful tliou art 1 
Not many days sîinll pasa ère I behold | 

Tbe bright origînal, How in m y heart 
Hurries ibc quick^ impatieut puise of love 1 
Dear Azieâ ! thou hast beea my cbariia ' 
A^ainst the stns and follies of tbe world ; 
And mayst tbou ever be m y guardian spirîL 
Lovely, Hud loving, and beloved, thou art 
Wortby a mortaVa wonahip î 

Enter Citizens. 

Ut Cil Ha 1 tbou bast 

Compltited a new pîcture. Beautiful ! 
Methinks tbat face is one that I bavQ seen ; 
Those eyes — tbe sa me sweet raoutb, dimpled aad full; 
Tbe brow so strangely pure, so like clear pearl, 
liounded and amootb, witb tbe fine asîure veius 
Just clouding ils translucency; tbe turn 
Of tbe fine bead, wboae clusteriag ciirls of gold 
And brown inwoven sbadow a ne«k of snow ; 
The lovely arm ; ah 1 it is very étrange, 
But sbe do€s seem likê one tbat I bave seen. 

2d Ûit. Bravo ï good Claudio, haat fallen in love ? 

Isi Cit, Noj but y ou will, when you bave looked on tkia, 
Triulî, bast tbou ne ver seen this cieaturû 
Of wondrous lovetîness in Ufe? 

• 2d OïL Wbat, ber ? 

Now, by tbe saints, youVe rigbt ! tbis is Violdy 

The wonderful singer, who some years ago 
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Set ail Rome mad with love. I*ve seen her picture 
In the gallery of a gentleman 
Who told me her sad story. 

Ut Cit. What wasit? 

. 2c? Cit. I bave no mînd to tell it ; it brings tearg. 
And tears sbame men like us ; it was a taie 
Of love, désertion,, crime, and sorrowful deatb. 

Ist Cit. A common story. But is this a copy 
Of tbat same picture, gentle Alvernon ? 

Alver. Tis one I took from memory. 

lêt Cit. Hast tbou 

Tben seen tbe fair original ? 

Alver. Of tbis I bave. 

2d Cit. He never saw Viola, be's too young ; 
Sbe was tbe wife of Mazarini,' wbo 
Now lives in solitude ; youVe beard bis airs ; 
Tbey are tbe dnesl on tbe Roman stage — 
So wild, and grand, and full of melody. 
I hear be bas a daugbter ; if sbe sings 
As did ber motber, it will not be long 
Ere tbe world finds ber out. I would go 
Full tbirty leagues to see ber smile, and bear 
The witchery of ber voice. 

1^^ Cit. 'Tis you, now, 

Wbo talks the lover, and not Claudio. 

2c? Cit. Hast beard of thé commofion in tbe churcb ? 
One of tbe members of a stein, strict order, 
Hatb lately been deémed mad ; and wbisperings. 
And vague reports of what batb bèen tbe cause, 
Hâve mucb dlsturbed tbe boly bretbrcn. 

Ist Cit. Wby ? do tbey tbink a monk sbould not go mad ? 
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To wish I eould behold thee once again. 
Daj after â&y, IVe trod ihese shores with hope 
That once you would return to your old haunts. 
And I might look on you from mj retreat. 

Azlea, Heimon, why pursue me ? 
Is not my life poiàoned with thoaghts of thee ? 
Do you not, now you view me, , 

The work of weariness and sorrow see ? 

Hier. Thou thinkest of me, Âzlea, but thy thoughts 
Are cold and shrinking — not of tenderness. 
Why mock me with the mention of auch thoughts ? 
Yainly and loQg IVe striven, until I 
Can.striye no longer; and my only hope 
Is in thy pît^lng gentleness. Then 
Think of me as of earth's other ohildren ; 
Sinfol, 'tis true, but not without a hope 
That Heaven wiil pardon, wilt thou but only save. 

Azlea, Hermon, I see thee ever, 
Like a dark spirit, àlling every vision ; 

Makîng my heart*s blood shiver 
With thy dark smile, and lip of wild derisicMU 

Thine eyes, so stem and strange, 
Bura through night's darkness, and out-glaro the day ; 
N<n' time, nor place, nor change, 
Dims the wild brightness of their hautiting rajr. 

Thou art become a fear — 
A dim and shadowy terror erery where 

Fîlling the atmosphère, 
Whose power I can not banish, even in prayer! 

Mer. Forbear ! say not again those maddening words ! 
They stir within my bosom hotter fires 
Than burn in the dominions of eternal death ! 
If thou hast seen me, Azlea, in thy dreams^ 
Waking and sleeping, 'twas because my soûl 
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Was in thy keeping. It wUl follow thee ; 
'Tis Unked with thinô existence, and will go 
Whither thon goest When thou art by the sea» 
Mark how the tides obey their heayenly queen ; 
Beaatiful mystery ! Thus, by some influence 
Whicb you may never learn to anderstandi 
My spirit follows thine« If in visions 
My look is stera, or even dark and fierce» 
Think of the fires that make life agony, 
And marvel if thou canst^ that they shouid shine 
Through my distorted features. I tell thee 
Thou canst not meosure with thine ^tmost thought 
The depth of my wild passion. 

Azlea, This is why I fear thee: 

My différent spirit shrinks away with dtead. 

And shuddereth to see 
The fierce^ wild passbns by sedusion fed. 

And nourished in the gloom 
Of the. deep cloister, «ad the dim reoesa 

Of monastery and tomb, 
Tù\ this mad phrensy is ealled love*s exeess ! 

Her, No more, no more ! True» in my buming brain 
Are thoughts of phrensied wildness ; but say not 
They are the oâ^pring of dark phantasy, 
Nurtured in silence and dim solitude. 
When first I saw thee on this wild sea-shore^ 
So frail and youthful, yet alone, amid 
A scène for older hearts and stronger mînds 
To gaze and muse upon ; and when I heard 
Nature's sweet poetry in every word, 
And saw, and knew, thy high and holy heart 
Beating in unison with the mighty puise 
In the great heart of nature — then I knew 
There was a love angels themselves might share, 
Nor wrong thdr faeavenly nature. Sùch was mine ; 
But when, day after day, and nîght on night. 
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Vfaal flame barnt Hke Cain's offering, in rain — 

Then like him, a straQge madness seized mj beart — 

And thea I felt a brand upon my brow, 

Wj^icb I dîd deem tbe curse of angrj Heayen 

For violated tows. And then I bowed 

Hj soûl in bitterness of tears, and mouraed. 

But wben again I lifted up my brow, 

Azlea ifas in my sight; and from tbat hour 

I bave not known anotber joy in life. 

But tbe dark» bitter joy of unblest love — 

By Heayen unsanctioned, and unreturaed on eartb ! 

But even by Heayen rejected, I am still 

Only as other men ; and like tbem I 

Migbt loye an earthly love and yet be blest, 

Had I not fonnd thèe so unreacbable — 

So strangely passionless and coldly pure. 

Jalea. Tby dreadfui glanccs, and thy wilder words^ 
Freeze tbe warm life-tide in my very beart ; 
Ob, leave me, Hermon, wbile my sensés last ! 

Mer. Ha, ba! tby sensés faîl tbee, do tbey ? Tbis 
Will be deligbt, to bear tbee in my arms, 
And'cbafe thy pearly brow, and woo tbe tint 
Back to tby pearly cheek, with many a kiàs 
IJpon thy lips of coral — ab, thou âiest l 

JsUa, Away ! away ! Oh, Virgin Mary, save me! 
Protect me, Heaven — oh, save me — be is mad ! [Iliei, 

Her. Azlea — once more, wilt tbou be mine ? 

[Purgues and seizes her. 

Azlea, O God, I can not say it ! 

Her. Then thou sbàlt never say it to anotber ; 
Tbe sea shall fold tbee in its cold embrace. 
And tbou sbalt nestle in its deep, dark bosom. 

[Beats herfaintinp to ike edge of the rock, and carti ker 
into the sea. 
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Down, down, down; ihj look is strangely calmi » « 
Thon goest to thy last rest, as a child 
Upon its mother's bosom sjnks to sleep. 

* 
^»^ Alysbnov. 

Alver, Ha ! hideoUs démon, where is Adea ? 

Mer, By Heayeki, this is Alvernon ! now I know 
Wby Hermon sued in vain. Look ! gaze full long 
Upon her sea-deep cradle ! She, sweet child/ 
Is far beyond the reach of yôur weak arm. 

Alver. Answer iiae, fiend ! hast thon slain Adea ? 
Monster ! now thou shalt die. 

ffer. Not by thy aim ; 

I go to meet thy Azlea, whjle thou 
Must tarry hère alone: dost envy me? 

[Plun^es into the sea^ 

Alver. Was there a Ood in heavcn when this was done ? 

[CuriainfcUU. 

SoBNB IIL—- ^ roan/t in Mazai^iki's house, Azlba stretehed on a 
hier. Alyernoï^ îcneding beside it, hia foM kidden in the palU 
Mazabini eha/nting a low, wîld dirge on hU harp^ 

DIRGB. 

Once, my moomfal harp, and never 
Shall thy strings to sadness shiver ; 
Never more with anguish quiver 

Breaking with thy moan. 
Once morç sound for me m sorrow, 
One low, dirge-like strain ; to-morrow 

Hushed wUl be thy tone. 
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Smlli b swiftlj» dimly fleeting. 






Time my fanerai march is beatbg^ 






Life and death a spectral meeting 






Holding o'er the bier ; 




\ 


Wo is me ! is there no waking ? 






XJtter has been my forsaking. 






On this joyless sphère. 






One by one life's chords bave broken, 
Glving to nay beart the token, 
Clear and fearful^ though nnspoken, 
Of its wasted strength ; 




■ 


Now the last frail tie hath parted— 






To the goal from whence it started, 






Life retums at length. 






Oh, how wildly hath it striven. 






TiU the spirit» crushed and riyen» 






Waited, grieving, for the heaven 




• 


Of thelovedandlost; 






Dreamy visions o'er me stealing, 






Close the avenues of feeling— * 




4 


Life and grief are past ! 


[Dte9. 


1 * * 

P 
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(''SINGINO 8TBIL.") 



THE POET LOYERS. 

"I wiLL string my barp with its sweetest strings. 

And will sit me at thy feet, 
And my hand shall waken a strain for thee 

That is swellingly wild and sweet. 
Look down ! look down ! on the waves of song 

As they rise, and fall, and die — < 
Do you not see my wordless tbougbts 

Like barks glide murmuring by ? 
Like fairy boats tbey^ are sweeping on 

To a measvire slow and rare. 
And a beautifui troop of aery dreams 

Is tbe ligbt freight wbicb they bear. 
Does not eaob troop as it glidetb past 

To your eye familiar seem ? 
*Tis from thy tone, tby smile, thy glance^ 

I bave fashioned every dream. 
"^rhose with the wings of shining gold 

That are quivering for their fligbt, 
Ibose I wove when tby earnest tones 

Told of the future bright. 
Tbose with the starry brows, and pure, 

So calm, and placid, and fair, 
Steal to my heart when you whiâper low 

Your love on the sttU night air. 
16 
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Tbat faint and shadowy phantom-band, 

Distant, and dim, i^nd strange, 
Who iink their faands in a myetic wreath 

And Ait, and follow^ and change — - 
Those came to me in thy musing moods, 

When I sat as l'm sitting now, 
And marked the c^eeping of light and shade 

O'er the pride of thy kingly brow. 
Swell on ! swell on ! yé rippling waves. 

And rise, and fall, and die ! 
Bend down thy gaze, éloquent one ! 

While the bark of our love sweeps by. 
See l see-^but my hand is still, 

Which over the harp^strings stole — 
The beautiful dream of our love and faith 

Is life to my thriiling so^. 
I di^re not trust ît to music's power — 

1 should die if it left my breast — 
Flow back, soft river of mçlody ! 

Flow back, ye visions blest I*' 

She ceased — ^and laid aside her silver lyre. 
And raised her lustrous eyes slowly and softly 
To her listener's face. Then, as they met 
His éloquent gaze of answering love, 
They deepened, darkcned, drooped, until a fringe 
Of silken lashes met the tell-tale glow 
Of the fresh crimson in her délicate cheek. 
He bent, and laid his hand upon her head, 
Amid the masses of her rich, bright haïr. 
And, with half hesitating tenderness, 
Pressed his proud lip upon her pure, young brow— 
And raised her from the cushions at his feet 
And placed her by his side, with her bright cheek 
Upon his bosom, and hèr flowing curls 
Covering his heart with a s(^t, shining cloud. 

'Thy dreams are beautiful, my sweet Adél, 
And with exquisite grâce thb littlc haod 
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Has lingered o'er Ihe harp, till its rich swell 
Brought round as of thy dreams a lov^ band. 

l hâve 80 leamed ihe witohery of ihj lyre, 
That I can read thy eyery w(»^le88 thought. 

As it melts softly from ihe silver wire, 

With the deep éloquence of music fraught, 

'' Adel ! Adel ! how shall I thank my Ood, 

That He hath giveti such a rich gift to me ? 
Thy very perfectness my soûl hath awed— 

So blend rare gifts and loveliness in thee ! 
Thou art my souFs sweet, starry, radiant light ! 

Thou art the life of its impassioned dream ! 
Tve seen thee ever when I slept at night — 

A part of my past life thy love doth seem. 

" Though but a few sweet months since we hâve met, 

It is long yean since a iair Tision stole, 
With deép, soft eyes, whieh I coUld not forget, 

Into the inner chamber of my soûl ; 
And with a spiritual smile on her young face, 

Began low musio from a lyre tô start. 
And thrilled my heart with her eiceeding grâce. 

And thenceforth of my being was a part. 

"She had a brow like thîAe — such rich, brown hair — 

And just such eyes — so fathomless and soft. 
And such a drooping of their curtains faîr. 

And such a changing color had they oft. 
She had such lips — as freshly sweet were they — 

As tremulous with éloquence unexpressed ! 
And such a low, sweet voice, and winning way. 

And cheek whose color never was at rest. 

" When I saw thee, in ail thy breathing grâce. 
Stand with clasped hands by the fair river-side. 
And caught the Iode upon thy uptnmed f ice, 
I knew — ^I knew thou wert my spirit-bride i 
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Dost tbou remember bow I aprang to thee, 

Forgetful of tfay timid, maiden fear. 
And clasped thee to my beart in ecstasy, 

Eveo as I fold tbee now, beloved one, bere; 

" And the low, horried, agitated tone 

Witb whicb I stroye to sootbe tby pale affrightr— . 
And told tbee my strange hve — called thee my own — 

And kissed that brow, so boly, sweet, and wbite ; 
And bow tbe color came agsûn more brigbt. 

And deepened on tby beautiful yoang cbeek — . 
And to tbine eye a timid wondering ligbt, 

Tbat spoke more sweetly than tby Ups could speak ? 

** bow I bless tbee ! bow I reyerence 

The pure and perfect trust of tby young mmd — 
Tbe guileless, unsuspecting innocence 

Which songht not in my loye deceit to find ! 
Look up, Adel ! tbat I may read tbe eyes 

Whicb timidly beneath tbose lasbes hide— 
Tbe deep, deep loye whicb in ^eir glances lies 

Will tell its trembling taie, my gentle bride/* 

If ye of doubting faithi and sneering lips 
Could baye been there that instant — could baye seen 
Tbat momentary glance, so brimming o'er 
Witb ail the uhspeakable trutbfulness 
And love of two young, boly bearts — ^both pure, 
Both hîgh, both rich in the soul's éloquence— 
Your scorn would baye been lost in sweet surprise, 
And your cold sophistry been hushed by joy 
To find loye was a thing so beautiful ! 

Tbat fair young créature wkb die d^wf eyei, 
Laid her small hand upon his lofty brow 
Oareçsingly, and said : 
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" The bappiness ûf my full beart 

When in thj présence it doth sisj, 
Hath always driven every tbought 

Of otber years away ; 
Bat in tby absence I bave deemed — 

And wben tbou art hère I stil) forget — 
That I would ask thee of tby life 

Before we haply met. 
I know by thy high, princely brow, 

And by tby proudly fervid eye, 
And by thy winning éloquence, 
Tby destiny was high." 

" Well, listen, love, and I will tell a part — 

Ail that I think of in my wayward life, 
Before it found a home in thy pure heart, 

Sjecure from restlessness and pain and strife : 
When thou art wearied, close thy starry eyes, 

And I will cease to prate of stemer thèmes, 
And sing to thee such quaint, old mélodies 

As will 611 thy soft sleep with radiant dreams. 

" I was ambitions once ! a thought of famé 

Filled ail my spirit with a restless pain^ 
And ail I sighed for was a deathless name ! 

By day and night that sound haunted my brain» 
Until my puises caugbt my heart's unrest, 

And on my forehead burned a feverish beat, 
And a stratlge fîre seemed kindied in my breast 

Whicb rose and quivered with its every beat. 

"But bow to win the deatblessness I sought 

Was what I mused on in the midnight hour — 
Until there came a grand, aspiring thought 

Of oratory*8 irrésistible power. 
The sudden thought was eager, wild, and high, 

Yet ppoudly Qwelled my strong and restless soul,- 
I felt the fire flash from my kindling eye, 

While to my buming lip a quiver stolé. 
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** And soon I stood before a listeniqg t^rong — 

Eager to criticise, to praise» déride — 
And poured tbe fervor forth, restrtfîned so lorig^ 

In one împassio&ed and impetObus tide. ^ 
tbere is nothing upon earth more proud, 

More bigh^ more flatterîng to tbe swelling soûl, 
Tban to cbain every passion of tbe crowd, 

And witb one word'tbeir sympatbies control! 

*' To feel tbat you can itway tbem witb a breatb ! 

And bind tbem witb tb€ migbty tbougbts you make!' 
To awe tbem into silence deep as deatb, | 

Or from tbeir lips responsive ecboes wake ! j 

To bear a tbousand tongues one answer speak ! | 

To make a tbousand weep witb one low tone ! 
To see tbe cbanging of eacb eamest cbeek, 1 

Wbicb flusbes or grows paler witb your own ! | 



** Yes ! tbere is glorious triumpb in tbat bour, 

Tbat would tbe wildest dream of famé repay^- 
Tbus to feel conscious of your own great power. 

And tbus witb burning éloquence to sway 
Tbe bearts of otbers, as tbe waves obey 

Tbe wind tbat stirs tbem ! wbile beneatb your eye 
Ail passions and ail feelings powerless lay, 

Moyed by tbe lifting of your band on bigh ! 

" And I bave felt tbis triumpb ! bave seen ail 

Hang eager on tbe dropping of a word, 
Witb sucb a silence tbrougb tbe lofty bail, 

Tbat scarce a breatb tbe intense stillness sttrred ! 
Hâve stood, and witb a motion or a word 

Husbedeacb beart-tbrobbing, fixed eacb carelesseyel 
The sbout of tbe tumultuous band bave beard 

Swell upward wild and deaf'ning to tbe sky ! 

" But when I stole away from tbeir acclaim. 
And sougbt mf silent cbamber^ lone and stiU, 
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And said to my proud heart — * And this îs famé !' 
It only anW«red with a feveris^ thrill. 

'And so I t«rned away from that I sought, 
And poured my soûl out on the poet*8 lyre. 

And much of bliss and mucb of pain it brought. 
Shall I tell further, love ?-H5r dost thou tire ?" 



" Do th^ angels ever weary 

Of the strains they hear abore ? 
Tell me how the poet's myrtles 
Shone âmong thy ringle^, love." 

"Upon a placid brow thçir leaves did shine, 
But my wild heart was burning fire beneath, 
Because I strove Ambition'^ thorns to twine 

Among the gentler blossoms of my wrenth ; 
One great thought struggled upward in my soûl, 
As the sea heaves toward heav'n — that thought of 
famé I 
And the deep musie of its surging roll 
The world called song I — its écho was a name ! 

'' The Sound was hoIlow> and my brain soon burned 

To hear it ever ringing in my ear. 
Ambition was a mocker! and I spurn'd 

What I had sought for as a prize most dear ! 
In this deep restlessness I ever yearned 

For something, which I knew not then was love, 
And my souVs sea a saddened brow upturned, 

And murmured ever to the stars above. 

" *Twas then that vision stole into my breast, 

So spiritual, so perfect, pure, and sweet ; 
And ail in glad surprise, I thought hôw blest 

Would my life be if I could only meet, 
Within this breathing world, a créature rare, 

Like that so exquisite» so young, so bright ; 
With such a gift of song — such forehead fair — - 

Such proud, pure eyes, fuU of deep, shadowy light! 
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^' The vision haupted me î and soon became 

A part of every thought and hope in life; — 
And I fbrgot the mockery of famé — 

Its foilowers, its bitterness, its strife — 
And went forth with a wildly thrilling heart 

To seek, and find, and wed m y spirit-love, 
Whose sweet face of my dreaming was a part, 

Whose spiritual grâce seemed stolen from above. 

" I went abroad — atid wandered far and long 

In search of her — my blessed spirit-bride ; 
I mingled in full many a brilliant throng, 

Where were assembled loveliness and pride. 
Bewildering eyes looked softly into mine — 

Bright lips breatbed low, sweet music on the air ; 
Ricb tresses tbeir Inxuriant wealtb did twine 

Around young brows most eloquently fair. 

" And peerless forms with gliding steps went by ; 
And softer beauty stole behind the while ; 
And dazzling haughtiness before my eye 

Melted its cunning lip into a smile. 
Bewildering sweetness siept like a still dream 
Upon pure foreheads staiiiless as the snow ; 
And deep, dark eyes looked ont with dewy gleam 
From timid lashes lifted soft and slow. 

** But not the breathing charm of glowîng lips, 
'. Nor the magnificence of midnight eyes, 
Nor brows which did the pearls they wore éclipse, 

Nor the mute éloquence which sometimes lies 
Within a smile, nor the exquisite grâce 

Of tiny feet upon rich carpets prest, 
Gould take away.the beautiful young face 

Whose holy sweetness lay within my breast 

** Wearied with searching for its owner there, 
Amid such haunts of splendor and of pride. 
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I left the crowded halls, inrhose beings rare 
But made me sigh fôr my own perfect bride. 

Then in each lovelj clime I wandered long, 

With tboughts to meet her in some land of flowers— 

Perchance, in ' Italy*s bright land of song,' 

Or 'neath the starry blossoms of Spain's bowers. 

" I never wandered where the skies were bright. 

Or where the roses seemed to be more fair, 
Nor stood where ruined fanes rose on the sight ; 

Nor thrilled to gaze upon some sunset rare, 
Nor climbed to some sublime or dizzy height, 

Nor marked a river rolling in its pride, 
Nor mused on the still splendor of the night, 

But that I wished thee, sweet one, at my sida. 

*' Three years stole down into my spirit's halls, 
Bringing rich jewels on their flowing dress, 
And made them there a home, whose pîctured walls 
Glowed with the rarest tints of loveliness. 
' Soft skies, and tinted clouds, and golden air, 

And shadowy haunts, and dimpled waves of light, 
And scènes of deep sublimity were there, 

Mingled with broken gleams of ail things bright. 

" And that one image 1 but its counterpart 

I sought for vainly in each sunny spot ; 
Yet with a deeper feeling my wild heart 

Clung to the thought that woùld not be forgot. 
Then homeward to.my own sweet land f tamed-^— 

Blessed be the stars that light it from above ! 
Blessed every heart which ever toward it yeamed, 

For hère I met thee, O sweet spirii-love ! 

"And when I saw thee, heard thee, clasped thee first — 
Held thee, thyself, unto my thrilling breast, 
The wild delirium of joy that burst 

Upon my soûl, words never hâve expressed 1 
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The deqpest éloquence that language owns — 
The richest power of music, ne'er can tell, 

Since that sweet hour when first I heard thy tones, 
How dear thon art to me, my own Adel !" 



FART SECOND. 

The lovera pàrted for a little time — 
Oh, hapless parting ! Yet one had but gone 
To make a Paradise for his young bride — » • 

To gather birds and flowers to his home — 
To hang his palace walls with pictures rare-^ 
To place rich gîfts and music in her room — 
To load the polished shelves with choicest books. 
And blend refinement with the lavish wealth 
Profusely scattered through that lovely home ! 
And when the fruit hung golden on the trees. 
And the bright air of autumn wound the leaves 
Whose gorgeous hues robed earth in loveliness, 
And made soft, dreamy shadows on her breast» 
And ail the air was fuU of a sweet soand 
Made by their rustling music, then was he 
To claim the mistress of that fairy place. 

Adel was slowly pacing toyand fro 
Upon a çreen bank by the river-side, 
Where first they met. The faint wind waved hpr hair. 
And sent the leaâets fluttering to her feet, v 
That like bright butterâies, perched on the trees 
And humming to each other, swung above. 
Her tiny footsteps heedless pressed them down 
Into the mossy turf ; and thoso bright curls 
Wore not the glowing wreath she loved to weave 
Of autumn glory, in her idle hours, 
Was that young créature, with the musing step, 
Dreaming of future happiness and love— 
Dwelling upon the coming bridai hour — 
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H^ heart ail trembling with delicîous J07 
Hingled with timid fears ? 

Upon that brow, 
So proud and. pure, ^nd once so sbadowless, 
A troubled darkness lay ; the sweet young lip 
Would quivef ftfr a moment, and then grow 
As still and piute as marble ; and her cjneek 
Wfiè whiter than a lily's, and her eyes, 
When ever and anoh she raised them up, 
As if beseechingly to the J3lue sky, 
Werç dark with an expression of despair 
AncT an unspoken anguish. Tightly twined 
Were her small, slender fîngers, with a clasp 
That pressed the crimson blood most painfully 
Through their clea.r nails. 

In broken munyiurings 
From thèse quîvering lips came forth the words, 
Telling to the gay trees and the bright air. 
And ail the beautiful and heedl'ess* scène, 
Of the wild sorrow that had corne and hushed 
The love and trust of her young, passionate seul. 

" Oh, shining leaves, I would ye fell 

To .cover my dark grave ! 
I would I dared to pray to Heaven 

To take the life it gave 1 
Oh, river! murmuring river! 

Flowing bright, and cold, and deep/ 
Can your low song sing the anguish 

In my aching heart to sleep ? 
Never ! never ! earth is mournful ! 

AU things mock my weary sight ! 
I turn away from sunny skies — 

From hope, and love, and light ! 
Joy's radiant wing is folded ; 

It will never wave again ! 
Bright the hour when I met thee, 

Oh, impassioned Clarence Vane! 
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Like the fulîness of tbat gladoess 

Is the wildness of tbis pain ! 
I was artless when you sought me ; 

I was but a dreaming cbild ; 
But you W(Oke my inner spirit 

To dévotion deep and wild. 
On the altar in my bosom — 

Laid I down my priceless trust-^ 
But the holy shrine is broken. 

And the gift lies.in the dust ! 
Not as others I esteemed thee. 

But 80 gifted and so grand, 
That upon thy placid forehead 

Did I fear to ]ay my hand ; 
And my love and révérence blended 

With a radiance purer far» 
Than the ligbt yet undeseended 

From the circle of a star, . 
In one glorious river gliding, 

Ev'ry Word and every thougbt» 
In its bosom jëwels hiding» 

To thy soul's deep foontain brougbi 
AU the wealth of my affection. 

Ail émotions pure and deep, — 
As ail waves in one direction 

To the oceàn onward sweep. 
I blessed you when you beld my bands. 

And looked into my face ; 
I blessed you when. you folded m^ 

In a mute» husbed embraee ; 
I blessed you when your fervid lipa 

Were pressed upon my brow ; 
I loved you — but oh ! agony l 

I dore not love you now ! 
Why did they corne, those dearest ones^ 

And whisper in my ear 
Tbe words of fearfol meaning» 
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That I shuddered bat io hear ? 


They told me of such hatoful things 


In ail thy bygone ïife ; — . 


They said no woman pure and good 


Shoûld ever be thy wife ! 


*And o'er my girlish innocence 


Distrustful shadows flung, 


And o*cr love's, sunny radiancd 


A cloud of sorrow hung ! 


Oh! bitter, bitter knowledge. 


At my bosom entered in ! ^ Il 


I ean mot love thee, Clarence Vane, | 


Thy soûl is stained with sin ! 


Oh ! winning was your éloquence, | 


And earnest was your tone, i 


When telling of the rosy path | 


Your step^ of life had known ! | 
And when I listened to your words | 


My bosom swelled with pride, | 


That / sûould be your chosen one — | 


Your spîrit-love ! your bride ! , j 


I worshiped the great oral power 


That chaiDed the silent throng ; 


I loved the golden lyre that thrilled 


With wild and passionate song. 


And when, with haU-averted eyes, 
You spoke of ladies fair ; — 


Of sweet, bewilderîng loveliness, | 


And grâce and beauty» ra^e ;— Il 


And how you tumed away from ail j 


With cajrdess heart and cold ; — | 


In simple, girlish innocence, \ j 


I trusted ail you told. 


Oh ! hapless fate ! oh 1 cruel fate 1 


That perfect love like mine 


Should hâve been given trustingly 


At an unhallowed shrine î 


False I you will mock me with that irord. 


16 
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Ob ! wild, prond Clarence Vane ! 
You'll taunt me with tbis faitblessDess, 

XJnknowing of tbis pain ! 
And we must meet in bitterness, 

Wbo in full faitb did part ! 
Why sbould I beed reproaôb or scom 

Breatbed bv tby lips ef art ? 
And yet I knew tbat tby strong soûl 

Gives puresl'love to me— 
Gan I not tell a star ni beaven 

From a star in tbe sca ? 
I feel tbàt did an angel sit 

And smile npon mj brow. 
No bolier your tendemess 

Could be to me tban now ; 
But still I cast tbat lore away — 

I banisb my swee^ trust — 
I can not soîl my.soul's wbite wîngs 

By stooping tbem to dust ! 
If your great mind bas been for years 

In eartbly fetters bound — 
If you bave stooped your lofty fligbt. 

Base fires to ûutter round — 
Wbat ! tbougb from your soiled pinions 

You sbake tbe groveling weigbt ; — 
Wbat 1 tbougb you now soar to tbe stars, 

/ can not be your mate ; 
Ay ! deck your glittering palace 

Witb a k)ver's gentle pride— 
And dream of wild dévotion — 

And murmut of your bride — 
Ob ! proud and passionate Clarence f 

You will never call me wife ! 
Eartb is mournful as tbe cofSn, 

And pale sorrow sbrouds my 19b 1" 

Tbe beautiful young moumer bid ber face 
In ber small bands, and sank upon tbe eartb. 
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Her tresses stole to kiss the silverj moss, 
And her white dress laid daintîly and liglit 
Upon bright, crispîng leaves — the river sang — • 
The sky. was soft, and fresh, and délicate — 
The breeze went by^ and its invisible wings 
Were laden with perfume and melody — 
They were a jnockery ! 

Her lip was mute^ 
But there was something fraught with agony 
In the still drooping of her slender form. 
And the white face lying in her cold hands. 

The sun went down and the wind asleep. 
And the sky shut its twilight eyelids close, 
While evening made her toilette. She came fprth» 
Shining ail over with soft, radiant gems. 
And éloquent in peace and loveliness ; 
The dimpling bosoms of the silver waves 
Swelled full of melody in praîsç of her. 
And the dark shadows crept beneath the trees 
To hide away from her clear, azuré eyes. 
Those deep, still eyes were on the stricken girl — • 
The pure, proud, beautiful girl, whose first wild grief 
Was knowledge of the evil in man's heart : 
An agony awoke the bright young dreams 
Which lay within her bosom, thrilled with bliss. 
And turned them into sorrows, when her soûl 
Bent, flhuddering, to hear the words of friends 
Blending his name with images of sin 
She had not known ezisted. Him — oh I him / 
To whom she gave snch trust and révérence t 
Such perfect, earnest, spiritual love ! 
Her heart shrank back from the black altai'-place 
Where its sireet wealth was laid^ — she could not give 
Her sacred offerings where unholy fires 
So long had burned ! Her very artlessness 
And innocence ôf evil caused her grief I 
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So bitterly came knowledge to a heart 
AU radiant with purity and love, 
And thrilling with wîld music — ^like a harp 
Just toached in faeaven and sent, qnivering 
"V^ith its unvtterable melod y, to earth. 

The starry influence of the shîning night, 
' And the low murmur of the pasRÎng waves/ 
. Soothed, lîke a blessing, the wild, aehing grief 
Of the sweet, desolate mourner. Tenderlj 
The starlight stbie to klss her pa]Ud brow, 
The trees reached down their arms caresstnglj. 
And the bright river bade lier not to grief 
In tones of gentleness untaught by art. 
The beautiful love shattered so cruelly 
By earthy fingers, herc seemed proffered her 
By the sweet an|re]-spirits of the night. 
Pale, placid, and subdued, the young giri rose— > 
Her sweet face lifted to the sapphire sky, 
And her dark, moumful eyes surpassing thought 
In their deep, pteading éloquence, upraised — » 
And softly folding her whîte, slender hands 
. Upon her weàry bo6om> prayed for peace ! 

PARTTHIBD. 

** Break not ! break not i break not, mighty héart, 

With this fierce anguish rending ail thy strings! 
Back ! agoniking Ares which from it start. 

Ere this wild torture which my spirit wrings. 
Shows itself on my brow or in my eye— 

Back ! back ! into my heart ! ye may bom there 
TiU every feeliog doth in ashes lie, 

But not a trace of pain my brow shall wear ! 

"To flnd her false ! oh, anguish unexpressed ! 

Be still, proud heart, bè stiUl when will this borst 
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Of awfttl agony pass from my breast ? 

This suffering racking me must be thç worst 
Of mental pain tbat man can live and bear ! 

Anotber pang would kill me ; and to die. 
And let her know the depth of my despair^- 

Better live on in endless agony ! 

** False ! false ! O God of heaven ! is tbis so ? 

And bas. anotber kissed tbat brow so brigbt^ 
And beld tbose tiny bands of moulded snow, 

And drank from tbose soft eyes tbeir dewy ligbt ! 
Peace, tortured soûl I wby did I dream of ber 

For years and years before I saW ber face ? 
Wby did my fiery soûl its proud deptbs stir 

To give to ber alone its ballowed place ? 

** Bum on, fierce fire, in my consuming beart, 

Tlll every tbougbt of ber — till every dream 
And every bope in wbicb sbe had a part 

Hâve perisbed in tby fearful, molten stream. 
Asbes ! asbes ! asbes alone are left ! 

Eacb feeling and eacb passion bave czpired^ 
Tbe fire of tbis day's anguisb bas bereft 

My beart of every tbing it once deôired. 

" Tears ? no, my tears are at tbeir fountain dried«— 

It sends no dew to cool my buming eyes ; 
Tbe only passion tbat remains is pride, 

And tbat upon my brow in mockery lies. 
Now I can taunt ber 1 I can look unmoved > 

Upon tbe loveliness a star migbt wear ! 
Can mock ber witb tbe deatfaless love tbus proved, 

Wbile writbing sneers^ my lip and brow shall bear. 

** And life, bencefortb, sball be a bollow sound — 
Tbe springs wbicb ail its arrogance control — 
Its empttness— ^its notbingness IVe found ! 
No gentle tbrill diall eVer move my soûl I 
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Bright dreams and lovely visions, yo are gone ! 

My once high heart lies burnt upon your shrine ! 
Oh, mockery ! that I shoald deem that one 

Of tnith and purity could e'er be mine ! 

** Ah ! glorious aspirations, where are ye ? 

Oh, radiant hopes and blest, where hâve ye flown? 
Oh, heart ! most mighty heart, once proud and free ? 

Oh, starry dream of love ? ail gone ! ail gone ! 
A dumb, cold, aching hollow 4s your grave — 

No beautiful émotion there doth dwell ! 
The holiest, highest love that man e'er gave 

I lost when I lost thee, oh,, false Adel ! 

** But shall I moum thee or thy treachery ? 

Am I a vfoman to bewaîl my fate ? 
Shall I sigh over this great misery. 

And of my sorrow piteously prate ? 
No ! every tone shall freeze like dropping ice. 

And she shall shrink from my cold, steady eye. 
And dainty scom my chosen words shall spice, 

While mockery upon my lip doth lie !" 

Gorgeous and glowing, from the silver lamp 
Depending from the çeiling, fell the light 
Over the lusury of that rich room, 
Deepening the roses blooming in the tuft 
Of the soft, yielding carpel>T-ligliting up 
With golden glory the emblazoned names 
Glitte^ng o'er the array of rare, choice books 
On the dark, polished shelves — ^kissing the brows 
Of lovely statues, smiling from each niche 
Most gloriously like life — and lingering 
Over rich paintings and bright, perfumed flowers 
Drooping in antique vases — ^glowingly 
The soft light flooded the magnificent scène. 
Beneath thê sparkling lamp the speaker stood ; 
The fatal missive of the gentle girl 
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Lay on tbe floor, trodden beneath bis feet. 
Sculpture a boîlow form of cold, still stone. 
Transparent, stern, immovable, and pale, 
And kindle a wild, burning^ fire witbin — 
So did tbe migbty pain burn in bis beart. 
And glow tbrougb bis still features, as be stôod 
Witb folded arms and higb, proud, pallid form. 
His voice bad died away 'mid sbadows dim 
In distant nooks of tbe luxurious room, 
And silently tbe fire consumed witbin bim. 

Tben spirits came to baunt tbe bollôw voîd 
Wbere once a great beart tbrobbed'—pride and despair 
Wrestled witbin bis bosom, and bis face 
Grew fearfully contorted witb tbeir migbt. 
Now Pride looked out from bis deep, flasbing eye. 
And sat a moment pn bis baugbty brow ; 
Anon Despair gleamed wildly in bis glance, 
And sbriéked and quivered on bis asby lip. 

Anotber spirit, wilder tban tbe rest, 
Tben rose witbin bim— Sbadow of tbe Past — 
And taunted bim witb bateful memories. 
Moaning in bittemess, tbe .proud man sank 
Upon tbe floor in croucbing agony, 
And pleaded witb tbose mocking sbapes of sin 
To leave bim to tbe feaiful punishment 
Of bis own boUow loneliness — ^in vain ! 
His brow lay on tbe letter be bad cast 
In madness 'neatb bis feet — ^bis bands were presséd 
Convulsively o'er bis bot, tearless eyes — 
Tbere was no ** angel présence" near bim tben ! 
Tbe words bis forebead touched bad broke forever 
Tbe silvery cbain tbat bound bis wayward soûl 
To purity, and peace, and innocence ! 
Wildly be pleaded witb rebuking sbapes 
Tbat rose- before tbe vision of bis soûl 1 
Insensible tbings, glittering in tbat gay room. 
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Seemed shisiken by bis low, wild, acbing tones : 

The flowers beat down, and drdoped, and fainting, dîed ; 

A harp-£ftring snapped and broke,'and a lute sighed; 

Dark shadaws shivered in the-'fitful ligbt, 

And ail the crystals in the shining lamp 

Shut up their sparkling eyes, and looked no more 

Upon bis prostrate angaisb-^all was dark. 

8Û11 struggled tbroughtbe gloom fa» passionate vrâce ! 

*' Oh ! mocking memories ! why haunt me now ? 

Oh ! pbantoms of the past, that round me rise, 
. Ye know not how your présence bums my brow 
And taunts to ago^y my shrinking eyes 1 
Leave me ! oh, leave me ! ye reproacbful band, 
Why do you stand and gaze on my despalr ? 
Wby do you circle round me, hand-in-hand. 
Pale, saddened spirits, once so brighi and fair ? 

**1 know ye ail ! I knov who wrought your fato-<- 

This rétribution is too great to bear ! 
~If ye are pale, and sad, and desolate — 

Look on ! and shudder at my great despiûr ! 
Ye wiil not pity me ! such as I gave 

Of cold*, false, hoUow prêteuse, give you me I 
Away ! away ! pale phantoms of the grave I 
Taunt not the wikUiess of my misery. 

'' Oh, Ina ! Ina 1 vision white and fair ! 

How pale and sweet thou dost before me rise ; 
I hear the pleading that thy lip doth bear — 

I see the agony in >those soft eyes ! 
And now I see thee mute and still in death, 

Thy golden curls dark with the dripping wave, 
Thy yôung, sweet lip robbed of its loving breath, 

Thy fairy form in a dishonored grave ! 

" And thou, proud, broken-hearted Isidore ! 

Thy wild reproach, thy scom, and thy strange ourse — 
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Away ! away ! this suffering is more 

Than thy wild prayer inyoked for me, far worw 
Than any nature less' than mine could brook, 

Or even dream of in its maddest power ! 
Away ! with that dark, scornfui, fearful look, 

And leave me to the anguish of this hour! 
« 

' Ye haunting spirits of the past, away ! 
' Eyes once so soft now burn my very soûl ! 
I can not hope — I can not sieep— nor pray ! 

Wild phantoms hâve me in their dark control. 
Pride ! pride t where bave you flown, my boaated pride? 

My brain is agony — my soûl is hell ! 
In vain my soûl thèse visions bas defied — 

Oh, tbis despair— Adel ! Adefl ! Adel !'' 



PART FOURTH. 

By a Vénetian window stood Adel — 
Her soft, deep eyes turned with a pensive look 
Upon a sunset, rarely beautiful. 
One round and snowy arm heîd back the folds 
Of a rich, crimson curtain, whose w^rm, glow 
Tinged with a deeper color the young cheek 
Resting against the casement. 

Purer stffl, 
And holier than ever, was her brow — 
Her eyes were deeper and more angel-Iike, 
And her sweet lip more placid and less bright — 
Her form mofe fragile evèn than of yore — 
lîer manner so subdued and spiritual — 
Herself the exquisite embodiment 
Of purity, and loveliness, and grâce — 
So sadly, softly beautiful she stood. 

The muified edio of a coming step, ' 

Wrapped up in roses from Ihe Persian loom. 
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Stole througb the fair apartment ; but Adel 

Listed not the 6oft écho 'mid its flowers. 

Her thoughts were with her eyes, on the gay sky — 

Her dreams were with thé sunset^ — purple, and gold. 

And crimson palaces &(he built in air, 

With h^r wild fancies for the artisans. 

And when she thought what spirit she would chooee 

To dweîl with her beneath their gorgeous roofs, 

She sighed, and her lip quivered moumfuUy. 

But still she mused on beautiful, bright things^^ 

With not a throb of her impassioned heart — 

With not a tremble of her délicate hand — 

Nor quiver of the lashes sweetly raised — 

Nor startling of the color in her cheek, 

To tell her that hb ^tood almost beside her — 

That the dark eyes of Clarence Vane were fixed 

tTpon the éloquence of her fair face ! 

Stilly he stood, and read her musing mood. 
He saw that ail was beautiful and pure — 
That her young heart had tumed away from him 
Because he was unworthy — that her soûl 
Was blessed with holy peace— the blessed peace 
That was denied unto his fevered brain. 
Wild waves of bitterness swept o*er his soûl ; 
Her quiet mood was madness to his own — 
Her placid face was torture, when his own 
Had grown so furrowed in his agony ! 
One buming will, to crush her by the weight 
Of scorn and pride, held his wild passions down — 
Coldly and mockingly his dark eye smiled. 
And his lip curled maliciously — 

"Adel!" 
The fair girl started from her rosy dreams, 
And the faint flush upon her cheek went down 
At the first sound of that cold, mocking voice. 
Love ! love ! how feftrful is thy power ! 
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She had thought that Clarence was no more 
Than the wild wind to lier— ^that every link 
That bound her soûl to liis had broken been 
'By the abhorrence of his sinful past: — 
That the dark, struggling anguish of her soûl 
Had been subdued forever — yet oh ! now, 
The very instant that her eyes met his, 
She FÈLT the spell upon her ! A strange thriîl 
Crept round her sinking heart — the weary past 
Was ail forgotten, and she only felt 
His présence ! Why stood he thus and smiled ? 
The life seemed fainting in her heart ; her lip 
Spoke not, but with uneven step she came 
And leaned her forehead on his throbless breast ! 
No Word, and no caress ! And summoning strength 
She lifted up her face and looked in his. 
Cold were his eyes, and stem his altered brow-, 
And his fine lips were curled into a sneer. 
He thought to crush with coldness and contempt 
The gentle spirit of the gifted girl ; 
And for a moment she was powerless 
With sorrow, not with dread. She clung to dim 
With icy and faint grasp, her large, strange eyes 
Fixed on his face, and murmured to herself, 
Slowly and soft, as in a painfui dream : 

" He greets me with no loving word— 

His brow is stern with pride ; 
The stars our passionate 'wows bave heard, 

Yet knows he not his bride I . 
My brow with anguish is distressed-r- 
My heart is fainting in my breast ; 
Yet soothes he not, and speaks he not ! 
I know — I know I am forgot !" 

Unconscious of her words.was the young girl. 
In that dark moment of bewilderment 
Whcn love came back, anbidden, to her heart ; 
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It was as well ; the evil in his breast 

Had quenched the starry light of love forever ; 

The fate of one so good and beautiful "^ 

Mnst not be blended with 80 dark a fate. 

With a chill, bttter smile, he aoâwered her : 

'* I much regret this knowledge cornes so late ; 

I did not dream your missive was a jest ! 
But even 1n jest there sometimes lurks a fate, 

Preventing love like ours from being blest ; 
And as I deemed you earnest, I had thought 

It was as well to seek another bride, 
The message with such just tebukings fraught 

Was only play — ^you did not mean to chide ? 

** Most highly I approve your faith and trust ; 

Nor caught nor held by slander*s secret spring — 
What was it about stooping to the dust — 

Or 'bout an eagle with a dirty wing ? 
ffave you repented of your cruelty ? 

Hâve you forgotten what you so detest? 
And do you prize me more than purity f 

I can not realize I am so blest ! 

" But think not, pretty puritan» I coul4 

Require the sacrifice that you must make 
Of friends' appfoval apd of ail that's good 

For a low lover's most unworthy sake. 
No ! no I the proffered bliss I must décline, 

Thpugh it should break my heart to say farewell ! 
Yet, if for love of me you still should pine^ 

l'il wed thee out of pity^ fair Adel I*' , 

Back from his bosom had the maiden sprang 
As his first words startled her 'wildered ear, 
And stood up calm and strong, but deathly pale ; 
And wh^ii his sneering lips grew bitterer still, 
Her siender form grew stronger m its pride ; 
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And the bright, haughty crimsoii in her cheek 

Burnt clear and beautiful ; and her rich lîp 

Curled outward in resentment, sweet and fulL 

And when he ceased, ehe siood and gazed on him 

In silent scorn, most deep and withering. 

Never a star loôked on a petty flame 

With clearer luster than her steady eye 

Answered the mock disdain tbat quailed in bis ! 

Never a queen so wore ber régal crown 

As sbe ber conscious purity and pride ! 

Tbe iumuU ia bis breast lay busbed and sbamed 

Before tbàt peerless majesty of mien- — 

Tbe lip tbat breatlied of pity paled witb awe 

Of tbe brigbt being tbat before ]^\m stood, 

So lof ty in ber be^uty and ber scôra ! 

But still pride çtruggled witb a sensé of shame. 

And witb a busky voice be would bave spoke 

Still furtber bis unmanly bitternêss ; 

But with » matçbless wave of ber wbite band 

And âasbiog eye> sbe uttered, clear and quick — 

" No more ! no more ! tbe spell is broke 
Wliicb beld me in its dizzy sway — 
My dream of tbee at last bas woke 

To see tbee in revealtng day ! 
I can not moum tbe spell is past' 
"Wbicb beld my spirit's powers fast — 
I can not moum the real.ligbt — 
I scorn tbee from my waking sigbt— *- 
Awayl away 

Obedient to tbat gesture of command, 
From ber proud,.glorîous présence, witb no word. 
No sigb, and no farewell, young Clarenee tumed. 
Tbe soûls once blent in seeming perfectness 
Were rivcn apàrt forever-— evermore ! 
Eartb— eartb ! tby mystery— rthy agony 1 

17 
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In tbe deep twilight, a^ it gatbered 'round, 
Adel stood where be left ber, witb ber banda 
Pressed tigbt upon ber beart, and murmuring 
In one same accent low, " Tis o*er — *tis o'er f" 
And from t^at bour sbe gatbered up ber strengtb. 
And grew more lofty and more béautiful, 
Witb ail ber pride of genius and of soûl. 
Sbe trusted not tbe world, nor bated it ; 
But witb a peerless manner, and a brow 
Like snow in coldness and in purily, 
Sbe walkêd amid its tbrongs, confiding not, 
But loved and wondered at for starry gifts — 
A marble casket, exquisîtely fair, 
Witb priceless jewels glittering tberein ! 
At times sbe swept ber lyre witb band divine/ 
And eagerly tbe world listed tbe strains 
Tbrilling its beart witb tbeir rare éloquence-^ 
So sweet, and soft, and passionate, and full ; 
And tbrougb tbe fineness of eacb délicate note 
A finer tone lingered on tbe 'tranced ear — 
A music moumfully and softly strange, 
Like a faint dirge played upon bigber keys. 
Or tear-drops falling on tbe spirit's wirés. 

Hâve you ne'er seen a palace grand and high. 
And decked witbin by mariy costly tbings ? 
Pictures of beauty and brigbt burning lamps, 
And books of wisdom, and sweet, pleasant flowers, 
And many tall, fair mirrors, giving back 
A tbousand times tbe splendor tbat tbey saw ? 
Like sucb a palace was proud Clarence Vane 
Before be met bis beautiful Adel. 
But tbe fair babitants wbo sbould bave been 
Witbin 80 brigbt a dwelling, bad gone out. 
And lowly slaves were rioting witbin. 
Yirtue and Peace, and Trutb and Eloquence 
Were frigbted from its çhambers — even Pride 
And stem Ambition fled tb« revelry 
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Of the dark slaves they could'not fraternize. 

Passion, and Selfishness, and ail their brood 

Of tyrant evils feasted in that home, 

And tore the books of wisdoin, and defaoed 

The lovely pictures Fancy had desighed. 

And crushed the âowers of Purity, and quenched 

The burning lamps of Genius where they hung ! 

But a sweet angel- visitant then came, 

And with the aweing power of purity 

Walked through the palace, and the evils fled. 

With graceful hand the pictures she retouched^ 

Re-lighted the dark lamps, re-wrote the books. 

And breathed new perfunie in the withered flowers; 

And wheresoe'er she walked, the mirrors gave 

Only her own fair image pure and bright ; 

And this sweet angel was Spiritual Love ! 

When she departed, desolate Despair 
Touched his wild torch to ail the lovely scène ; 
And while the fiâmes rose over ail within, 
Stood 'mid the fearful ruin, Samson-like, 
The maddened instrument of his own death. 
Yet who that stood and on that palace gazed, 
With its proud, marble front so calm and cold, 
Would even dream that ail was dark within — 
Ail hoUow, dreary, charred, and tenantless— =■ 
Save by the ghosts of past magnificence ! 
But thus it was with Clarence, since the hour, 
When doubly desolate, rebuked, and still, 
He went forth from the présence of his love. 
His mighty heart became the sepulcher 
Holding the ashes of its own dead friends. 
And haunted by pale shadows of the past ; 
While mind, like a dumb slave, sat at the door, 
That none might know the désolation there I 

If the young flowers of Adel's high heart 
Were laid upon a shrine that withered them» 
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Should no more bloom be gathered ? \l[bye her haad 

With moarnful sjreetness swept her nlrer lyre» 

Attracted by it& angel melôdy, 

A spirit came and bended at her feet, 

With eamest love and geQtle révérence— 

A sjHrit wortfay to commune with hers — 

Oifted and éloquent, and full of ttuth ! 

And grateful for the homage offered hèr» 

While ail her soûl quivered with intense joy, 

She yielded up the jewels of the love 

That wouM oot blend with darkness — and receîved» 

'^th blessmgs and with pray^v and eamest Imsl» 

A love and tendemess as ^eep and pure 

As the rich light that broods aroond a star. 



LELLA. 

SoFTLT sieeping, softly sleepîng, 
Where the graceful vines are creepîng 
With their tendrils intértwîoing — 
Where the dew ail day b shining — 
Where a limptd stream is wending. 
And one aged tree m bendhig. 
And th^ gentJe fiowers are weejMng, 
Softly sleepîng» softly sleepîng, 

Lella lies. 

Pale stars gtisten^ pale stars glisten» 
Blossoms bend their heads ta listen — 
In the old tree winds are toning 
Kustling music» sad ànd moaning — 
Moonbeams through the shades are beamtng 
Whcr0 a cold white stone is gleaming — 
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Tell us why where vines are ereeping, 


âoMy sleeping, softly sleeping. 


Lellalies? 


Oft ia chiidhood, oft in chîldhood, 


Tired of rambling tiirough the wildwood» 


In thèse very sweet reces&es 


Lella used to braid her tresses. 


When each curi and âower îs linking. 


loto slumber watch her sinking — i 


Tiny feet from white robe peeping, | 


Softly sieepiog, softly sleeping, \ 


LeUa Ues. 


New a maîdeâ, now a maiden. 


Stiil her euris wîth flowers are ladeii, ! 


Still sbe sîts where buds are springing. 


With the wild birds gayly singing ; 


Love-light on her brow is beaming — | 


Watch her in her woman-dreaming — | 


Clouds and sunshiae, smileç and weeping — | 


Softly sleeping, softly sleeping, i 


Lellalies. i 


Like a flower, like a flower | 


Fading in its woodlafld bowcr. 


Lella*s form grew Hght and lighter, | 


And her young cheek white and whiter. | 


"K^ow no more where birds are singing, j 


Her sweet, merry laugh is ringing, ;< 


Nor where fair things watch are keeping, 


Softly sleeping, softly sleeping, 


Lella lies. 


Waking never, waking neTer, 


Lella sleepeth now forever. 


Pale, and cold, and still she lieth — 


Streamlet calls and bird replieih — 
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Still to-raorrow and to-morrow 
Drooping willows weep in sorrow — 
Yet where glancing waves are leaping, 
Softly sleeping, softly sleeping, 

Lella lies. 



ANGELS. 

I DRXÀBiso that I was floating in a tiny boat and fiaîr — 
Floating — ^floating — softly fioating through the blue and dreamy aâr I 
And my boat was but a shining cloud o( pure and pearly wbîte, 
With its sails and graoeful curvings tinted witb a golden light» 
And tbe gentle breatb of heaven moved it murmuringly along, 
Witb a ripple and a motion Hoii as swelling of a song. 
Sweet]y, sweetly rose the mijisic from tbe iindulating air ; 
Softly to its rise and falling moved the snowy boat and rare ; 
Whije, within its bosom resting did I dreaming âoat âlong, 
Till my heart kept time.'in beating tp the motion and the song. 
Ah, how dizzily delicioas ! my wild puise would not be still ! 
Floating — floating— every motion through my being sent a thrill ! 
Loosened were my flowing tresses, and they streamed upon the air 
Till they seemed to catch the glory that was glowing every where ; 
And my form was draped in tissue, half the lily, half the rose— - 
Just the color that the sunset through a pearly vapor throws ! 
And a wreath like shining starlight was around my forehead flung. 
And my lips were softly singing what the azuré rippîes sung. 
How I wondered why I floated through the ether's dizzy height— 
Why my garments and my tresses grew so beautifully bright ! 
And the more and more I wondered ail the music had a sound 
As if "angel — angel — angel/*' wasnmrmunng ail around. 
Half delighted and half trembling, fuU of sweet, uncertain dread, 
I unconsciously repeated what the whisper round me said. 
Angel ? murmured I, inq^iring, when I saw, with sudden start» 
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That which sent the glad blood leaping in a torrent to my heart : 
Softly on my shoulders folded lay a pair of glittering wings, 
Pure and beautiful, and glancing like to living, breathing tbings 1 
Ob ! I longed yetieared to wave them, for it seemed as if tbey slept, 
Thougb my sbining tresses kissed tbem and upoa tbeir brigbtness 

crept. 
Onward, onward moved my brigbt boat tbrougb tbe dreamy azuré 

lûr— ^ 
Tben I saw aroûnd me, rippling tbrougb tbe etber everywbere, 
Many and many a pearly vessel witb its gleam of golden ligbt ; 
And in eacb one, soft})' singing, sat an angel pure and brigbt. 
Tbeir wings like mine, were folded, and tbeir wreatbs bad sucb a 

glow, ^ 

But tbeir starry eyes moved never from tbe living world below. 
Tben I knew tbat tbey were angels — ^guardian angels of the eartb-*- 
Tbat eacb angel watcbed a spirit from tbe moment of its birtb ! 
Tbat tbey bovered o*er tbem ever, in tbe day and in tbe nigbt, 
Looking ever at tbeir spirits witb tbeir eyes of living ligbt. 
Eacb one bad tbe pleasant power to bestow some gift of grâce 
On tbe soûl wbicb it was guarding in its eartbly dwelling- place. 
And no beart, bowever sinning, beat witbin a buman breast, 
But tbat angel-gift still lingered like a boly tbing and blest ! 
Tben metbougbt I saw tbe spirit tbat tbencefortb was in my care^ 
'Twas a brigbt and blessed infant, pure, and beautiful, and fair, 
81eeping on its motber*s bosom, witb its eyes of dewy blue 
From tbeir balf-unclosing fringes lik« deep starligbt sbining tbrougb ; 
Witb its cbeeks as soft as velvet, and its ringlets of brown bair 
Lying on its blue-veined temples and its'forebead baby-fair. 
Ob ! tbe darling was so beautiful ! tbe motber's gaze of pride 
Grew dim witb dewy lovingness — tbe tears sbe could not bide 
Stole to ber drooping lasbes, and sbe murmured a low prayer 
Tbat ber babe migbt be forever tbus — sinless, pure, and fair. 
Tben I laid my angel-gift on tbe beart of tbe little cbild, 
And sbe opened ber eyes so sweetly in ber motber's face and smiled. 
It was not pride or beauty, or a princess' diadem, 
Btit tbe pearl of cbangeless modesty — a purer, bolier gem. 
Tben an angel glided by me wbose gaze so still and deep 
Was in a silent cbamber wbere a young girl lay aslcep. 
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That chamber was familiar, aod I could not turn away— - 

*Twa8 my own deserted being that upon the couch jet laj. 

I watched with breathless eagemesa— from *neath her starry wing, 

The ange] took a warblçr, a brightand radiant ihing, 

And with a tearful blessing she sent it down to rest 

On the spirit-chords forever wîthîn the sleeper's breast. 

Then darkness came upon me, the brightness left no trace, 

Down, down I felt me sinking through dark and dizzy space, 

Till I lay within my chamber, and the moonlight's siiver gleam 

Startled me from my slumber, and I knew it was a dream ! 

And now since that sweet vision, forever al the sight 

Of any thing (hat's beautiful, or éloquent, or bright — 

At every tone of music, at good and gentle things, 

I feel a flutter in my heart like the fluttering of wings — 

And I hear a low, wikl warble, so strangely soft and sweet, 

That with feelings inezpressible my puise doth faster beat ; 

And I wouid hot give the music that it sings unto my soûl 

For the diamonds of Goloonda or a crowned queen's control 



FRAGMENT. 

From oui the restless waters of the sea 
The pale moon rises with her placid face— 
So from the restless beating of my heart 
A vision, fairer than the moon, steals up. 
There were wild storms upon the sea last night ! 
Its waters had a sound of woe and madness — 
So were there storms of passion in my heart 
That had a sound of muttering and moans ! 
The sea is full of light and song this eve ; 
Its waves breathe music as they kiss the shore — 
And 80 my heart is melted in its mood. 
And murmurs e*er with tendemess and peace ! 
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/ think my heart is like thesea, my love. 


Forevet andfùrever like the seaf 


Like ît in terror^ ahd in power and deptli — 


Like it in melody, and calm and light. 


Now I will sing to thee as the wavea sing ; 


And in the articulate music of the words, 


That seek thy ear as ripples seek the shore. 


Shall be defined the vision of my ^oul, 


That lises from its restless, beating depths. 


As the moon rises from the dimphng waves. 


INA. 


DiHPLES play at hide-and-seek 


Upon Ina*s crimson cheek — 


Like the bud which wild-bee^ sîp 


Is her red and restless lip. 


Soft brown tresses steal away 


On her slender neck to play— 


Lily white is each round arm — 


Fairy is her girlish form. 


Why is Ina blushing now ? 


Why so sobered her fair brow ? 


Why is her blue eyes thus hid 


So demurely by the lid ? 


Why those orange flowers bright> 


And that robe of spotless white ? 


We shall, lose our village pride— 


Ina is to be a bride ! 


Why is Ina siîent now ? 


Why so pallid her white brow? 
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Why does the fringed Jid thiis lie 
Moveless o'er her radiant, eye? 
Why so colorîess her cheek ? 
Tell us why she does not speak — 
Why cornes not her gentle breath ? 
Ina is the bride of death ! 

Withered is the orange vreath — 
Cold the forehead underneath ! 
Corne» false bridegroom, who hath .fled- 
Come, and look upon the dead ! 
AU your terrors naught avail — 
Heart is still and bosom pale ! 
Wail and moan ! you can not save — 
Ina slumbers in the grave ! 



THE SILENT SHIP. 

Wk were sitting in the starlight, by the gliding river's side — 
He, a spirit pure and earnest — I, his sacred spirit-bride — 
Sittîng in the holy starlight falling from the jeweled sky 
O'er the water just beneath us, flowing bright and silent by. 
There was something dim and dreamy, and so solemn in the air. 
And the earth was lying sweetly in her sluniber still and fair ; 
And her breath had grown so quiet that a fold it did not stir 
Of the green luxurious curtain drooping graceful over her, 
Silent dew and silent starlight, silent earth and silent sky — 
AU was husbed save oiîe faint murmur of the river flowing by — 
And one low, dear tone of music, whispering in my thriUing ear, 
Words so dreamlike in their beauty, that my soûl could only 

hear; 
Words so éloquent and gentle, that 1 never may forget — 
They are ringmg in sweet melody wîthin my spirit yet ! 
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In the dim, delicious silence, even thè water fell asleep, 

Lookipg bright, and pure, and placid, and irameasurably deep ; 

And subdned by this strange beanty, the communer by my side 

Husbed his spiritual revealings, and sat voiceless by bis bride. 

How beautiful the stillness ! this intense yet softened reat ! 

A perfect sensé of happiness thrilled deep within each breast ! 

When as we watched the tremble of the starlight on the stream 

From out the shadow of a çurve ail noiseless as a dream. 

Ail slôwly, softly, silently, ail spirit-like and clear, 

Gliding through the gently parting waves a vessel did appear. 

We hushed our breatb — we husbed ourhearts— no écho of a sound 

Came in through the dim lovelihess, the solemn air around ! 

We gazed upon the silent ship — no sign of life was there, 

Yet on it glided gracefully, ail tall> and straight, ând fair ! 

We saw the ripples break away and lose themselyes in light, 

As gently but unwaveringly it stole upon our sight ; 

We saw each slender spar and mast defined against the sky, 

As slowly, softly, silently, it phantom-like went by. 

A feeling of sublimity, which could not be expressed, 

Sank heavy through the breathless hush upon each throbless 

breast— 
A «ense of something beautiful, yet almost to be feared. 
As slowly, softly, silently, the strange ship disappeared. 
"Sybir* was breathed upon my ear in one low thrilling tone. 
And I felt the cjasping of a hand grow tighter on my own. 
It was enougb — within our souis each felt that ship to be 
An emblem of our spirit-love — touv mingled destiny ! 
It seemed so like a hallowed spell, so like a lovely dream, 
With lingering steps we turned away from the star-lighted stream ; 
Its beauty was so strange, and wild, and inexpressible, 
That dfter many days had passed we found no words to tell 
Our thoughts of drçamy loveliness and certain ty it gave, 
That thus our still, deep, spirit-love should glide upon life's wave. 
Clouds now are o'er our silent ship,, and not one starry gleam 
Falls softly through the shadows^ that dim life's troubled stream ; 
There are storms, and clouds, and darkness, but I tremble nol 

with fear. 
For our ship will glide unshaken on till the stars again appear. 
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Such thoaghts as thèse that silent sbip within our souls awoke. 
Are prophecies too sure and deep to be by darkoess broke ; 
And wbether tbere be storms or not, our spirits linked muât be, 
Till our bark is moored in safety in the far Eterinty. 



THERE IS A DREAM I CHERISH. 

YouTHFUL hearts will se^ romances — 
Youthfal hearts wtll bave their fanctes; 
And there is a dream I cherish 

ThAt is with me ail the day, 
Of a grand old tree that springetb 
Whero its waving foliage flingeth 
A soft shadow on the casement» 

Where I muse the hours away-^ 
A soft shadow, weary never 

Of its light and shifUng play. 

This I dream — an angel spirit 
Is forever hovering near it. 
And within it and above it, 

With a mission from the sky ! 
For the old tree seems to love me. 
As it waves its boughs above me 
With a faint and gentle murmur, 

Or a low and saddened sigh ; 
Fol* it seems to guard and cherish 

Even the wayward dreamer — ^I i 

Tbere's a whisper and a blessing 

In the beautiful caressing 

Of the leaves that stoop to kiss me 
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As I lean upon. the sili ; 
And their nâurmur makes a feeling . 
That on earth hath no revcaliDg, 
But that sleepèth in my bosom 

Mute and éloquent and still, 
And their touch upon my forehead 

Wakes a strangely pleasant tbrill. 

Where the topmost boughs are swinging, 
And the waving leaves are singing 
One low song of love forever 

To the azuré up od high, 
Does my soûl delight to hover, 
With the cool leàves for a cover, 
Besting in a swaying cradle, 

Looking up into the sky ! 
With a motion soft as music 

Swaying in the tree-top higb ! 

how blest is my wild spirit, 
When no earthly thought w near it. 
As it lies 'mid dreams and visions 

In the arms of the old tree ! 
Ail the w hispering leaflets bless it. 
And the wild wind dotb caress it, 
And the soft and dreamy azuré 

Can my spirit only see ; 
And that seems to grow and deepen 

Into strange infinity. 

But there is a solemîn bour 

When the tree hath wilder power— • 

In the deep and starry mîdnight, 

When I sit anà watch the sky — 
When the foliage moans and sbivere, 
And the starlight o'er it qui vers. 
And the shadows creep and tremble 

O'er the casement where tbey lie— 
18 



Digitized by 



Google 



206 THERE IS A DBEAM I CRE&ItKi 



Then the shadow and the whisper 
Tbiill my soûl with mystery ! 

Wben the summer day is breaking. 
And the earth is slowly waking — 
When I throw the shutter open 

To the moraing fVesh and fair, 
And the spray doth bend before me, 
Dashing shining dew-drops ô*er me, 
While the little leaves a-laughing, 

Clap their bright hands in the air. 
As the perfumed shower of jewels 

Sparkles in my unbound hair. 

Oh I I know no monarch olden 
Wore a crown so brightly golden 
Nor a robe so richly crimson 

As the tree that loves me wore, 
When the air was bright and dreaming, 
And the heavens were blue and gleaming 
In the glorioas days of autumn, 

That, alas, are now lïo more ! 
Then its murmur grew so moumfol 

As the fiunny faours passed o'er. 

Therefore, as my wayward spirit 
Is forever blessed when near it, 
As it seems to know and love me, 

And is so beîoved by me-^— 
As its every whisper thrills me 
And its midnight shadow fills me 

With a thought of mystery — 
Do I think some angel mission 

Hovers ever in that tree ! 
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LINES TO A POËTESS. 

Oh ! poetess — young poetess ! 

O lady fàir and rare ! 
There is sweet starlight in thine ejes, 

Bright sunlight in thy haïr ; 
There is spft music on thy lip, 

And radiance on thy brow ; 
Ëarth knoweth not a form of Hght 

More exquisite than thou, ^ 

I love to see the shadows start 

And deepen in thine eyes ; 
I love to watch their 'wildering wealth 

Of lashes slowly rise ; 
And mark the wild throb of thy beart 

Go flushing to thy cheek — 
Thy restless lips' strange éloquence 

That scarcely needs to speak ! 

And oh ! the glorious purity 

And pride of thy young face ! 
The murmur of the passionate words, 

The witchery of thy grâce ! 
Most beautiful ! most beautiful I 

How dare I love thee so, 
Where love to such a beart as mine, • 

Is surely only woe ? 

For love of mine for sympathy 

Too passionate is, and deep ; 
My lyre-strings when I touch them break, 

And when I sing I weep ; 

mingle tears with starry thoughts. 

And sighs with wild sweet dreams, 
And al] my hopes go stilly by, 

Like blossoms down dark streams. 
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And thou — oh, thou ! I sometimes feai 

Wilt learn that song of Fate, 
That links with every happj note 

One sad and desolate ; 
For through the starlight of thine eyes 

I see tbe world it hides — 
That by the foantains of its song 

A wild, wild spirit bides. 

From wl\ere thon shinest in thy pride, 

I sadly sit apart. 
And galber up thy smilea to glad 

My twilight gloom of beart. 
I can not take from thee my eyes, 

Thèse sad prophétie eyes, 
O'er which I often wish the lids 

Might never, never rise. 

I see thy glorioos lip of red, 

Thy lip of love and pride, 
And in its quiver read the thought 

Thy words perchance would hide; 
I mark the éloquence of thy brow, 

The changing of thy face ; 
In the soft wreathing of thine arms 

I read thy spirît's grâce. 

rare, pure, radiant poetess ! 

Thy spell of life is love ! 
May he who winds it with bis own 

Be watched by eyes above. 
My thought of thee, oh ! sweet young gîrl, 

With such deep care is fraught, 
That words would surely turn to tears 

In mockery of that thought. 
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MIDNIGHT. 

Onb by one, in slow succession, 
The twelve hours bave floated bj» 

Circling, in a still procession, 

Eoutid a gUttering throne on higb : 

Handmaids to the solemn midnight 

As she walketh up the sky. 

With a motion slow and peerless, 
Up she glideth through the air, 

Mutely perfect, smileless, tearless, 
Hushed, and wonderfully fair— 

Pausing, in her quiet splendor, 

Where her twelve attendants are. 

AH tbe stars their brows uncover, 

Ail the breezes die away, 
AU the hours which round her horer 

Stand in dim and mute array ; 
For the midnight, pure and placid, 
Kneeletb on ber throne to pray. 

Grand beyond the power of telling 
Is the midnight in lier prayer — 

AU sublimity bas dwelling ' 
On her brow serenely fair ; — 

Brighter tban tbe crown of jewels 

Bound upon ber raven bair. 

She is asking for a^blessing 

On the eartb tbat dreams below, 

And tbe leaves, their boughs caressing, 
Ccase their waving to and fro — 

And the murmuring, trilling streamlet 

Seems to sing more soft and slow. 
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Her pure eyes are upward beaming. 
And ber pale hands folded lie— 

Oh ! how beautiful this seeming 
Of ihe queen of ail the sky, 

Meekly asking, 'mid her glory, 

From the greater power on high. 

In her dim and holy présence 
The still world bas grown more still. 

And soft silence' subtile essence 
Seems the breathless air to fîll, 

Till the hushed heart of création 

Scarcely dares with awe to thrill. 

In serene, subduing splendor, 

When her time of prayer bas fiown, 

Through the circle tbat attend her, 
8he descendeth from ber throne — 

Gliding westward from the zénith, 

As they follow, one by one. 

Ail the stars their faces cover, 
Ail the flowers droop with, tears» 

And the breezes round them bover 
With a whisper^ taie of fears. 

As the Midnight Queen retireth. 

And the Ring of Dayappears^ 

Were I but a star in heaven, 

Or a little flower, alone, 
I would worship, every even, 

The sweet miflûight on her throne ; 
But a worship yet more perfect 
Hlfctb the living spirit known. 
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THE SPIRIT OF MY SONG. 

Tbll m« — hâve you ever met hei>— 

Met Ihe spirit of my song — 
Hâve her wave-like footsteps glided 

Through the city's worldly thrbng î 
You will know her by « wreath, 

Woven cdl of stany ïight, 
That i8 lying Wid her haïr — 

Braided hair as dark as night. 

A short band of radiant summers 

Is upon her forehead laid, 
Twiniog half in goldea sunlight, 

Keeping half in dreamy shade ; 
Five white fingers dasp a lyre, 

Five its silvéry strings awako. 
And bewildering to the soûl 

Is the music that they make. 

Though her glances sleep like shadows 

' 'Neath each falling, silken lash, 
Yet at aught that wakes resentment, 

They magnificently flash. 
Though you loved such dewy dream-light. 

And such glances of sweet surprise, 
You could nevèr bear the soorn 

Of thèse proud and briUiant eyes. 

There's a sweet and winning curving 

In her bright lip*s crimson hue, 
And a glittering tint of roses 

From her soft cheek gleaming through ; 
Do you think that you bave met her ? 

She is young and pure and fair, 
And she wears a wreath of starlight 

In her braided ebon hair. 
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Often Et her feet Vm sîiting, 

With my head upoo her knee, 
While 8he tells me dreams of beautj 

In low words of melod y ; 
Aod when mj unskillful fingers 

(Jtrive her Bilvery lyre to wake, 
8he will BBiooth my tresses, smilmg 

Ai the discord which I make. 

But of late days I hâve missed her-^ 

The hright beîng of my love — 
And perohanoe she's stolen pinioi». 

And has floated up above. 
Tell me — ^have you ever met her — 

Met the spirit of my song — 
Hâve her wave-like footsteps glided 

Through the city's worldly throng ? 



TH£ DREAMER. 

< 

A DRiAMSR rose from her quiet sleep 

To look out upon the night» 
And the light that fell from the shining sky 

Ne'er fell on a maid more brîght : 
For the youthful form in those robes of snow 

Was fuU of a breatfaing grace> 
And fashioned in perfeot loveliness 

Was the beauty of her face. 
In the rosy palm of her dimplcd hand 

One red cheek nestling lay. 
And smiles stole out from her comi lips 

With that lîly hand to play ; 
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The thiclç, dark lashes were lifted up 

To a brow as pure as snow, 
And dark, and soft, and beautiful 

Were the eyes that shone Below ; 
They were dark, and soft, and beautiful. 

And fuU of a dewy light. 
And stars like those in the skies were there. 

But a hundred times more bright. 

• The young moon seemed like a beat of pearl, 

With a soft light shining through, 
To pilot the stars on their way through heaven, 

O'er a sea of pathless blue ; 
And the air was f ull of melody — 

For the rustle of leafy trees, 
And the dreamy murmur of dimpled waves 

Stole away on the winged breeze ; . 
And the earth siept sweet in her night attire» 

Bejeweled with perfumed dew, 
And 'broidered o'er with flowers and leavés, 

And buds of many a hue. 

The dreamer gazed on this loveliness 

nu her cheek was one crimson glow, 
And the life in her heart throbbed hurriedly, 

And her breath came quick and low ; 
And those eyes, so dreamy, and soft, and sweet, 

And 80 full of dewy light, 
Forgot their calm, clear, spirit-look, 

And grew dark, wild, and bright; 
A beauty^ too dazzling for that of earth 

Stple over her upturned face, 
And it seemed that thé living soûl breathed eut 

From the lines in that form of grâce ; 
Her lips were parted and tremulous; 

And when at length sfae spoke, 
Like the music of tinkling water- drops, 

The words from her rçd lips broke ; 



Digitized by 



Google 



214 



TUE DI1,£AM£B. 



• For her toDes were fiishion«d of mifôic^s tones, 
AdcI her breath was but a lyre> 
That faintly echoed tbe înelody 
Of tbe dreamer's tbougbis of fire : 

" I knew, I knew Ibat it tliu« would be — 
To-nigbt I sbaU, read my destiny ! 
The world may smile, for I know it deems 
Thèse tbougbts of mine are but idie dreams ; 
But I feel, I know, that it must be so ! 
There are spirits around, above, below — 
And now, in the glorious time of night, 
They fill the earth with their présence brigbt. 
I see ihem now with their radiant wings, 
Flitting about among beautîful things ; 
Flitting ihrough sky, and earth, and air, 
Leaving new loveliness everywhere. 
They give to the flowers their délicate hue. 
And place a gem ineach drop of dew; 
I see tbem bring on theîr pinions fiur, 
The starlight down through the dr^amy air. 
'Tis the wave of their wings that startles the breeae 
That munnurs so low in tbe shadowy trees ; 
They sail on tbe waves of the shining ,]ake. 
And their motions a rippling melody make ; 
They breathe on the air their soft perfumes. 
And they sleep in the blossoms with folded plumes ; 
They leave their robes for the lily-flower. 
And the blush on their cheek is the rosées dower ; 
And every star bas its forehead fair 
Sound round with a tress of their shining bair ; 
Forever and ever they Ait around, 
Filling the earth with a myslic spund ; 
And they say strange musical words to me, 
Till my soûl îs bewildered with melody. 
They whispered, last night, that this hour I 
Should read my fate on the.evening sky; 
That the shining stars would reveal to me 
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The book of the dréamer's destiny. , 

I hear them now ! and they bîd me look 
On the charmed page of this mystic book ! 
Each star has changed to a word of Itght — 
And thiç is the fate that I réad to-night : 

'Beautiful dreamer! 'tis but for tbee 
To know of earth's hidden mystery ; 
To theé alone is ît given to see 
The spell of our secret ministry. 
Thou art our chosen ! before whose eyes 
This beautiful world liké a clear page lies ; 
Each bud and flower doth to tbee possess 
A new and a wonderful loveliness — 
And the flutter of one green leaf will fill 
Thy soûl with a quick, lovr, quivering thril] ; 
And even the breath that is givcn to thee 
Is fraught with a witchîng melody, 
Till even the ringing of dropping rain 
Doth Sound to thee like a music-strain. 
Thèse are the gifts which to thee belong, 
Thou chosen oné of the spirit-throng ! 
But the world is dark, and it can not know 
Of thèse priceless treasures which we bestow. 
We hâve watched it well, when it coldly smiled 
Ai the beautiful dreams of our gifted child ; 
And when it has listened, and looked, and heard, 
Entranced by the charm of tbine every word, 
We bave' seen its wonder and awed surprise 
Ooncealed by the scom of its envions eyes ; 
And we know that thy being, so frail and fair, 
Will wither away in the poisoned air ; 
And thy golden lyre be crushed by the weight 
Of the cold, rude fingers of bitter hâte ! 
We know that on earth tbere never Hves. 
The eamest love that thy spirit gives. 
And we sorrow now that we gave to thee 
Those gifts which on earth bnng misery ; 
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But we love tbee still ! and if tbou wilt conre» 

We wQl bear thee to heaveo — thj own bright home V ' 

Bhe had read hèr fate ! " Well, be it so !" 
Was her bofl reply ; as with Head bent low 
On her folded hands, and her raven hair 
Forming a pall for that form so fair. 
And the long, dark lashes down-drooping meek, 
To the pale, and pearly, and smilmg cheek : 
With thèse murmured words her spirit fled — 
And the beautiful dreamer of earth was dead ! 



LINES. 

. Mt son] has been sleeping 

In darkness too long^ 
. Forgetful of music, 

Of sunlight, and song ! 
It has stilled its wild warbles. 

And folded its wings» 
And slumbered ail dreamlesa 
'Mid beautiful things. 

The soft, holj starlight 

Has over it crept, 
Nor won by its beauty ^ 

The spirit that slept : 
Around it has floated 

A thousand perfumes— - 
Their breath never stirring 

Its elose folded plumes. 
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And mtisic most thrilUng — 

80 wild and so deep — 
Had no power to awaken 

My soui from its sleep ! 
Lid-shadowed its vision»-* 

Lip-stilled its low tone — 
Front its brow was the beauty 

Of earnest thought flown. 

The ]yre wbich its fingers 

Unconsciously held, 
No more 'neath those fingers 

With melody swelled. 
The slumber is broken — 

The darkness is past ! 
My soûl bas awakened 

Totruelifeatlast! 

Its puises quick thrilling 

At every thing bright. 
And its plumes ail a-quiver 

With startled delight ! 
Lids parted to starlight, 

Lips parted to song, « 
While around it bnght fancies» 

Like starry lights, throng I 

'Neatb its tremulous fingers 

The lyre swells sweet, 
With a tone tôo bewitching 

For lips to repeat. 
Eeep thrilling, keep thrilling, 

And waving thy wings I 
God roade thee to glory 

In beautiful tbings. 

Now never, ob ! never, 

Shall slumber encbain 
19 
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TO WILLIAM GULLEN BRYANT. 



The free-bounding puke 

Of my spirit again. 
It hath wakened êzolting 

In life, love, and power ; 
Soul-life is iininortal — 

Thank God fof the dow^r i 



TO WILLIAM CULLEN BRYANT. 

A Low, soft voice» of sweetest sioging, 

Swells oui upon the evening breeze» 
And ail the air around seems ringing 

With its fine floating harmonies. 
From yonder lattice cornes the breathing 

Of that sad, sweet, and spiritual song, 
Where graceful vines are thickly wreathing, 

And dewy roses clustfèring throng. 

I see a face, like starlight shining, 

Glance out into the dewy night ; 
I see a white arm softly twining 

Around a column gray and light , 
I see her dark eyes, upward throwipg 

Their mournful, wild, impfissioned sight ;—■ 
I see her wild hair, backward âowing 

Around a young form sweetly slight ; 

I see her red lips deeply flushing, 
And trembling with the Hquid trill 

Of music from her bosom gushing, 
That ail thç storry air doth fiU; 
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• I hear the melody, and wonder 

How ail the roses sparkle still. 
And ail the shadows' sleeping under. 
Lie quiet on Uie soulless sill. 

Her song is scarce of earthly feeling» 

Yet something of an earthly love ; 
Her deep tobés stiQ fore\ier stealîng 

Theîr wildest cadence feom above ; 
Just as her eyes, with their Ioi>g IsUhçB 

Laid backward to her forehead bigh, 
Drink down their SQftest, saddest flâshes 

From the sweet starlight of the sky. 

I know the singer is immortal, 

Yet earthly white on earth she sighs ; 
But soon as opes their radiant portai, 

That moment will she reach the skies ! 
That grande d«ep straîn, as still I hear it. 

And seethat vision pure and rare, 
I know it is thine own song-spirit 

That chants unto the 'tranced air ! 

There is no harp i^hose grandest pealing 

Could flatter this pure bride of thine — 
Yet can I choose one flower of feeling 

And lay it softly on her shrine. 
With gentle révérence I am kneeling 

In her rare présence, proud and sweet, 
While the bright starlight round me stealing, 

Like me, bends down to kiss her feet. 
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A SUMMER STORBf. 

HxAR the low wailing blast of the heralding breese 

Rise, rushkig and swelling, above the bowed trees ! 

While, with shadowing wings, creeping o'er tbe blue skies, 

Like boveriog ravens tbe migbty clouds rise» 

As swiftiy and surely they gather and spread ! 

No sunlight — no ether — the storm is o*erhead ! 

Now ! loose thy dark tresses and wave thy white ¥rand ! 

Be ready, young Sybil, the storm is at band ! 

Uusb, bush, beart, thy beating — tbe world is so still 

You would break tbe awed silence by even one thrill. 

'Tis tbe pause in tbe tempest, tbe moment of rest, 

Wben tbe storm-spirit looseth tbe sword 'néatb bis breast 

Oh ! spirit majestic ; ob ! spirit of migbt! 

With your glittering sword and your armor of night ; 

I feel not a fear, by thy wildness though aved, 

For thy Maker is mine ; we were fasbioned by God ! 

Ha I from thy strong band is a tbunderbolt burled ! 

Tbere's a gleam on tbe forest, a flash o'er tbe world — 

Then a mutter, a rumble, a crash tbrougb tbe sky, ' 

As tbe Yoice of tbine anger roUs sternly on bigb ; 

And tbe silence sbrinks back, and tbe giant trees creak 

*Neatb tbe weight of the breath that comes down with a sbriek- 

Tben the clatter of bail from thy wings shaken down, 

As darker and fiercer is growing thy frown ! 

Ttll mingling together in tumult most grand 

Leap tbe wcapons of battle from out thy right band, 

Fierce flashing, wild crashing — the rush of the blast. 

And the clatter of bail falling fast aod morp fost. 

G spirit — ^storm-spirit ! misuse not thy power ! 

The earth does not mock thee nor shrink in this hour. 

But she beareth thy wrath not to fear or déride-— 

Then cease thy vain battle, dark spirit of pride ! 

There is sometbtng can conquer thine anger with love— - 

*Tîs the smile of the day-god wbo ridetb above. 
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He has parted thy banners to gaze on the world — 

How gracefully rolling those banners are furled. 

Ah! loosen tbine armor and fold thy blnck wings — 

Thou never canst war with the glory be brings ; , 

His smile is upon thee and over tbee now, 

And the frowning hath vanished from off . thy wild brow ; 

Thy black robes grow crimson, thy pinions are gold, 

The embrace of the sun round thy dark form doth fold. 

What ! taelted to weeping ? O beautiful sight 1 

The storm-spirit weeping sweet tears of . delight î 

And see, those soft tears dropping down frooi on high, 

How.they glitter and glearo through the depths of the sky. 

O beautiful wonder ! most charming surprise ! 

The day-god hath caught them far up in the skies. 

And woven them sparkiing like diamonds brfght. 

In a crown of such splendor as 'wilders the s\ghj, 

And bound them thus rare on the storm-spirit's brow ; 

If in anger majestic how éloquent now ! 

The battle is ended— the victory was love ; 

How glorious the triumph that glitters above, 

As he leadeth the spirit, subdued yet how fair, 

Through the splendor he makes in the soft swelling air. 

The sun and storm-spirit togeth'er will rest — 

Together theyVe seeking their home in the west ; 

Together in glory, with bannef half furled, 

They bave smiled their farewell to the beautiful world^ 

And went down in their splendor together to sleep, 

'Neath the glittering waves of the welcoming deep. 

Now, Sybil, young Sybil, thank God he hath made 

A picture thus lovely with glitter and shade, 

To be hung in the temple where memory dwells, 

And her lyre ever thrilling with blissfuiness swells. 

And lo 1 as I kneel 'mid the fragrance and dew, 

A soft star the twilight steps tremblingly through, 

And kisses my forehead and smiles in .my eyes, 

Afi she stealeth my praver to her home in the skies ! 
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STARLIGHT. 

Thbre were startles in mj slumber i^nd' I had uneiisy dreams. 
And the night of sleep was broken with wild, fitfui, feverish gleams ; 
For my heart was almost broken efe my pillow I had sought ; 
And my soûl was almost maddened with such sorrow was itfrattght. 
A mocking, taunting image filled my sleep with bittér pain, 
Telling it of past enchantment that should ne ver be agaih, 
When a sudden/ silent présence o'er my pillow softly broke — 
Calm, snbdued, and comprehending, then my mournful soûl awoke. 
I knew by intuition that a spirit hovered near, 
And I lay in placid wonder but without a thrill of fear. 
Through the shadows of the roses with their perfume and thejr dew, 
By the open casement bending came the silent spirit through ; 
And its feet were on my pillow, silver feet they were and bright. 
And its eyes were bent upon me with a soft, sweet, solemn light. 
Stiller than the stillest midnight gazed it down into my eyes, 
And the wherefore of its présence filled me with a mute surprise. 
The itiemory of my sorrow, my wild and withering woe, 
And the visions of my slumber that had flitted to and fro, 
Made me think the still, white spirit came to bring me some relief 
From the bitterness of anguish and the hopelessness of grief. 
Through the awe that overcame me my despairing soûl out-broke. 
And to the still, deep vision with eagerness I spoke : 
"Starlight! rare and radiant starlightî wherefore did you leave 

your home 
*Mid the jewels and the azuré of yon grand and glittering dôme ? 
J)id you know my heart was broken — ^id you know my fate was 

crossed ? 
Did you come to teach the mystery of regaining what is lost ? 
Did you come to soothe my mouming and to cool my fevered brain, 
And to whisper of Kfe's sweetness to my aching heart again ? 
O spirit ! sweet, pale spirit ! he who loved me and caressed, 
With his kiss upon my forehead and my cheek upon bis breast— 
Him to w^om I gave the référence and the trusting of a child, 
Wltk the eamest love of woman» deep and passionate and wild — ^ 
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Ail the madneâs and the power and the fervor of my soûl — 
Its wild and burning éloquence gushing oui without controi — 
We bave parted in deep bitterness, bave used tbe words of scorn» 
Hâve torn tbe roses of our love and clasped tbe cruel tbom — 
Hâve mockcd at bygone sweetness and smiled at what we lost, 
And our words bave fell in coldness as tbe winter spray drops frost. 
Pale starligbt ! did you seek me from your cbamber up rn beaven, 
To tell me bow to win agaiii tbe jewels I bave given ? 
Hâve you no draugbt of Letbe ? no magie did you bring, 
To make tbe roses blo^som and to beal tbe bitter sting ?" 
But tbe spirit yet was silent and its robes grew paler still, 
And it gazed upon me witb a gaze tbat made my bosom tbrîll ; 
Its eyes were sad and solemn and it seemed to mock my grief. 
And to pitiless reproacb me tbat my sorrow sougbt relief. 
"Starligbt!" pleaded I in anguisb, "ob, sweet starligbt, bear my ' 

prayer — 
From my heart so sad and weary,take away tbis weight of care. 
Do you tbink tbat we sbould sùffer ail tbe anguisb we incurred 
Wben we taunted true affection witb a cold and stinn^infj word ? 
Hâve you learned no gentle pity from tbe angels up above ? 
Do you not know tbe way wardness of wildly passionate love ? 
Tell me if our injured spirits sball forget tbe bapless past, 
Or if ail will be forgiven and our soûls be blent at last ." 
But tbe pallid vision bovered witb no answer Vound my bed, 
And its silver footsteps trembled on tbe pillow 'neatb my bead. 
A solemn awe was o*er it tbat my mad soûl could not brook — 
I could not bear tbe agony of meeting its mute look. 
"Starligbt! mocking starligbt !" pleaded I, "away! away! 
On tbe anguisb past endurance bring no more of grief to lay ! 
Leave me — leave me to my mourning ! take away yoiir solemn eyes-î* 
Take back your taunting radiance to yonder silent skies ! 
I knew tbe bollow-beartedness of eartbly forms of love — 
Wby canàe you to destroy tbe bope of sympatby above ?" 
But tbe pale, cold, silver starligbt would not let me sink to rest. 
But crept doser, till its fingers lay like ice upon my breast ; 
And I moaned in belpless agony and turned roy face away, 
And witb my band upon my eyes I waited for tbe day. 
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PLEADINGS. 

A 8HAD0W has lain on my soûl ail day — 
Sunlight and gladness .hâve staid away. 
Heavy and cold has the shadow prest 
Like palpable darknesa upon my breast ;' 
Sadness and silence are in our room, 
Better befitting my spîrit's gloom — 
Sister ! sweet sister ! oh» corne away, 
From the music wild and the dancers gay 1 

Who twined thèse roses amid my haïr ? 
Who decked my form in thèse robings fair? 
Are they befitting the heart they fold ? 
My cheek is pale and my lip Is cold ! 
The lamps and flowers too brilliant seem, 
They 'wilder my sight like a mocking dream — 
Sister ! sweet sister ! oh, corne away, 
From the mosic wild and the dancers gay ! 

Seeks he ever such revels now ? 

He sits 'neath the stars with a pale, stem brow. 

And his soûl grows wild that our perfect trust 

Lies shivered and dark in the mourning dust ; 

And his calm lip curls with a bitter scom 

At the love and faith which are earthly born — 

Sister ! sweet sister ! oh, corne away, 

From the music wild and the danoers gay ! 

I can not smile at each merry glance — 

I move in a dream through the glîding dance — * 

My thought has flown to the starlight dim 

That hovers with silver step near him. 

Fever ! oh, never ! shall we again 

Soothe from each other the throb of pain — 
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Sister ! sweet ûster ! oh, corne away» 
From the music witd and the dancers gaj ! 

A shadow has lais on iqy soûl ail day — 
Vàinly I whisper it, " Flee away !** 
Chili and heavy, and silent ahd slow, 
It sinks more dark o'er the pale, still woe 
Tliat faintiflg lies in my spirit*s gloom, 
Mocked by this light and this sweet perfume-— 
Sister ! swçet sister ! oh, corne away, 
From the musie wild and the dancers gay I 

Vwe plead with the shadow to leave my breast! 
l've striven to banish my souFs unrest ! 
But I only hear in the music's tone 
A solemn sound, like a smothered moan. 
And I only see where tbe lamp-light lies, 
The mournful gaze of those proud, sad eyes — 
Sister ! sweet sister ! oh, come away, 
From the music wild and the dancers gay 1 



THE POETES DECLARATION. 

TwiLTOHT shadows gathering Vound me, 
Firelight flickering on the wall, 

With their waving drapery bound me— 
Bound me and the quaint old hall-*^ 

Quaint^ld hall where I sat dreaming 
Idly in an antique chair, 
Watching the fitful firelight rare ! 

Spiritual visitors sought and found me 
Musing 'mid the drapery there. 
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ETery time that the shadowa shifted 

Then would the drapery rise and fall — 
Gliding in when the cortains lifted. 

Visions came at m j fanciful call — 
Faint, fi^r vision^ wonderful spirits, 

Can)e and looked into mj eyes 

Too calm to waken a soft surprise-^ 
Silent their steps as the light that rifted 

The dim sweet that around them lies. 

Was I afraîd when my tinkling fancies 

Called thèse fonns to my grand old chair ? 
Ah, no ! eager for quaint romances, 

Awe and terror forgotten were. 
Sitting calm as a stately emperor, 

After the silvery summons rung 

Waited I till the visitants sprung 
With steps like those when a star-heam dances, 

Through where the rifted drapery hung. 

Faint, faint forms and sweet, sweet faces - 

Hovered about in the dreamy light, 
Dimly embodying éloquent grâces, 
* Floating tresses and mantles bright. 
And I will tell you — 'love, will you listen ? 

Of one visitant dear and fair 

Who came glidingly to my phair — 
Hers was the purest of ail pure faces, 

Wild and dark was her unbound hair. 

Rare young vision I that dark hair flowing ' 

Wound on the air like the wing of a bird ; 
Sweet was her cheek with its crimson glowîng — 

Sweet was her voice with its one wild word — 
One wild word that she murmured ever — 

One low, clear, continued word, 

Like a tinkling stream through shadows heard, 
Over her lip in music flowing ! 

" Love !*' dear, " love," was the whispered word. 
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Gloser and doser her white robe flattered 

Through the dim. drapery the twilight made— 

Softer and lower the word tbat she uttered — 
Oyer my foreliead her faint brçath played 1 

Her faint breatb played and ber slender fingers 
Lifted aside my careless bair 
Witb a toucb as soft as a toucb of air; 

And sbe kisscd my brow as I wondering muttered, 
" Love ?" ay, " love," answered young ^ps rare. 

One wbite arm witb a way caressing 

Lay like a wreatb around my bair ; 
Close to mine was ber warm cbeek pressing. 

Close in mine lay ber fingers fair. 
Tbe hours went by and tbe fireligbt fliekered, 

Yet tbe sweet dream still breatbed on me 

Till my soûl was flooded witb ecstasy ; 
And ber voice was soft as an angeVs blessing ! 

Ail winter L wondered wbat tbis migbt be. 

But ab ! sweet spring ! one eve reclining 
'Mid crimson flowers and fragrant air, 

Tbe wonder ceased ! before me sbining 
I saw tbat face and fluttering bair ! 

My beart tbrobbed up witb wiU émotion 
And her cbeek flusbed a deeper bue, 
TiU sbe looked so like — so like^ike youf 

For tbe word sbe uttered Tm weary pining — 
Dearest, now may tbe dream corne true ? 
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THE DEÀD MOTHËR. 

Swin mother ! thou art dead ! I feel it now ; 

Thy pallid face oace oh ! so sweet and fair-^ 
The death-dew damp upon thj pale, cold brQw 

So stradgely white beneath its parted hair — 
The curtained eye from whencè ail light haCh fled, 
The still, drooped lid— oh, mother ! thou art dead ! 

l)ear mother ! speak to me ! it îs thy hoy 
Who calU so wildly oa thy name the wbile : 

One little word would bring such raptured joy l 
Thou dost Qot speak — thou dost not eveu smQe. 

Upon thy moveless lip there is no breath — 

It does not even qui ver — thîs îs death ! 

Oh, mother ! loojk on me ! The dark atill fring» 
Rests ail too heavy on thy ashy cheek, 

On wbich the sieeping blood bas left no tinge. 
And the love-smile will never, never spoak. 

Thou wilt not look on me — not let one gleam 

Of deep affection from thy closed eyes be^m» 

Dear mother ! tbou art cold — ^thy hand îs chill — 
It answer» not thé pressure of my own — 

Thy heart knows no émotion — feels no chilt — 
Hushed on thy lip is its low, loving tone; 

The folded linen motionless doth rest 

In snowy whitenea^ on thy chilly breast. 

I had a dream last night — I was a child — 
Thy fingers toyed amid my curis, and thou 

Bent fondly over me and sweetly smiled, 
Leaving a mother's kiss upon my brow ; 

I heard thy voioc and taw thy dear eyes beam — 

Âlas ! alas ! that it should be a dreamt 
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Oh> mqther ! can it be that thou art gone? 

Tbat I ïnust live and yet not b»Te thee noar?*^ 
That I must suffer and. still on, 

Ap^rt from her to my. lone heart most dear ? 
My brain grows dizzy and my brow doth ache— - 
My weary, weary heart will surely break ! 

' Sweet mother ! they bave closed the ôoffin-lid^ 
And «but thee up withîn its awful gloom, 

And thy dear form forever now is hid, 
And left tg moulder in the damp, dark tomb. 

Away with tears ! the mockery of grief ! 

My nuiddçned sorrow findeth no relief ! 

Dear mother ! I do know, if thou wert hère, 

That thou wouldst chide the wildness of my woe ; 

And 80 no sign of sufiering shall appear — 
l'U hush the heartTStrings that are quivering i 

Thinking thy spirit hovers 'round me still, 

I will be. calm^— will quiet each sad thrill. 



HUMILITY. 

Thbrb's a quaint aàd quiet corner 
In my soûl hath^ dwelt ail day, 

With her white hands softly folded. 
And her robe of sober gray — 

But in vam hâve brighter'dwellers 
Sought to frighten her away. 

Once to-day, a radiant sparkler» 

With a face of -rôguish gïee, 
Glided up^and asked denurely 
20 
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Wbat the eomer's naine mtgbt be? 
And she raîsed her eyes and answered, 
Low and soft, «* Humillty.'* 

And the Kiile daneer wondered 
That she had anch lovely eyes. 

And almost wished her crimson lipa 
Could make such sweet replies ; 

Tel such a face with sach a dresa 
Scill filled her with surprise. 

And she scomed the quiet corner 
With the brown and Imûded haïr. 

For her own flowed down in nnglets. 
And was looped with flowers bât. 

And she did not fancy sober robes 
When hers with gems shone rare. 

So no one sought the stranger 

With the sweet head bowed so low — 

With the fair and placid forehead. 
And the hapds as white as snow ; 

Bot she smiled to be n^lected 
As the rest passed to and fro. 

Bat the eTening now is coming 
When my soûl shnts up îts halls. 

And the silvery Toice oi music 
To the evening worship calls 

Ail the thousand flitttng dwellers 
That baye been within ito walls. 



The dancing and the singing ( 
Are weary of thetr play ; 

They corne with lingering footsteps 
And tones no longer gay, 

And gather sad and silently 
In mute and tired array. 
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And some, the dark and restless ones, 
Hâve wandered off and died. 

And many grand and lofby ônes 
Hâve ylelded up their pride ; — 

With brôkeû wings and broken lûtes 
They gather side by side. 

And now the meek-browed skanger, 
With the robe of pensive gray, 

With a ^ce of holy calmness 
Bends q^ietly to pray ; 

And from her form the mantle 
Of meekness falls away ; 

And undemeath is âowing 

A robe like sunset îm. 
And, her golden wings unfolding, 

She floats into the air I 
And now I know l've "entertmned 

An anffel unatvare /" 



DEATH AT MIDNIGHT. 

Why hâve I started from my dreams? 
The soft, sweet starlight round me gleams, 
A tinkling sound of silver streams 

Doth faintly sing and sigh ; 
The wind doth corne like fingejs fair, 
And from my forehead lift my haïr. 
And calmly through the^welling air 

The stars look from the sky. 
This is my last, last living sleep I 
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I do not wake to vigils keep, 
Nor jet to struggk or td weep^— 
I wake to praj and die. 

Mj mother slumbers with no fear. 
And ail thèse cherished ones and déar, 
Undreamîng what is passiiig hère, 

Sleep sofily till the light. 
I wonder if before this day, 
Ëver, like me, so young and gay, 
In^loneliness has passed away 

A spirit in the nîght, 
With no one by, her lips to presa, 
To give and take the last caress, 
To speak of heaven, to pray, to bless, ' 

And tell of angels bright? 

So softly does my puise grow still, 
So sweetly does my faint heart thriU, 
There is no terror in the chill 

That creeps into my breast. 
My wild, high spirit longs to go, 
It was 60 restless hère below — 
Sweet visions hover to and fro— 

This is a pleasant rest ! 
Tet half I wish the world had heard . 
The grand, rare mustc that hath stirred, 
Unspoken yet by song or worii, 

The throbbings of my breast. 

I wonder if my friends wiîl weep, 
Whén, waking f ronv their quiet sleep, 
They find^»y slumber is the deep, 

Deep slumber of the grave ! 
That ail their tenderness and care, 
And many a wild and anxious prayer. 
And ail kis desolate despair 

My young life may not save — 
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That there is no moré soûl in me 
Than there is light within the sea 
When midnight shroudeth silently 
The still and shadowed wave. 

Sweet Heaven !, be mercifui to ail 
When on Thy name they wailing call. 
And do not let my shadow fall 

Upon one sunny way ; 
Let no one yearn, with mourning bowed« 
To rest within the cold, fair shroud, 
That lies as lies a waving cloud 

Around my pale, still clay. 
Sweet, solemn music, soft and slow — 
The starry air doth 'round me Ôow — 
The curtain waveth to and fro^ — 

They call my soûl away ! * 

It is a beautiful thing to die ! 
To pass away while calm I lie 
With eyes uplifted to the sky 

And only stars to see ! 
When ail my soûl was in a storm. 
And sorrow shook my sufifering form, 
And bitter woes chilled yearnings wonn, 

Death ! I hâve pîned for thée 
To still my puise — ^and yet ! oh, yet ! 
Strange, that I could this hour forget 
How sweet was life since we two met— 

Since sod and soûl met we ! 

How sweet ! since with uplifted eyes 
We sat beneath the sapphire skies — 
While hand in hand ail warmly lies — 

And bosoms softly beat — 
With oh! such rare and spiritual thought, 
To our hushed soûls by evening brought, 
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While lips, with love's low éloquence fraught, 
Ran o*er with murmuFS sweet 

Yet even his love, his words, hîs kiss, 

Once wHd, intense, and fervid bliss, 

I can resign wUen death like ibis 
Cornes pleading to my feet 

I see such waving Anns and hair — 
Such wbite robes fluttering on tbe air — 
Sucb starry eyes and forebeads fair 

Come glisteAing 'round my bead ! 
Tbe drapery wavetb soft and low, 
Tbe sbadows creep and quiver so. 
And perfumed roses eome and go 

'Mîd dew on roses sbed — 
And like a %nslble silver stream 
Tbat melts to an invisible dream. 
Soft waves of music swell and gleam 

And float around my bed. 

I faint — I die-M)b, lover dear — 

Ob ! fond ones tbat are slumbering near, 

You could not weep one mournful tear 

Above my shrouded clay. 
If you could list tbis melody, 
Tbese radiant angels eould you see. 
And know witb wbat soft ecstasy 

I fainted slow away ; 
You would dread, nor weep, nor fear 
The glory and tbe rapture bere — 
Farewell — ^farewell ! ob, sleepers dear ! 

In beaven for ail l'il pray. 

Tbis perfume takes away my breatb ! 
Tbis music swells my form beneatb, 
And bears me on tbe waves of deatb — 
So sofiiy do I lie. 
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Sweet spîrits— stars— deep angel eyes 
That smile upon me through the skies — 
Oh, floating sounds that 'round me rise 

And bear me high — ^more high ! 
Bewildered heart — so still — so still — 
My blissful spirit ean not thrill — 
I fai^t — sweet Heaven, be with me sUIl— 
float — ^I faint — ^I die. 



ENDURANCE. 

Tes deepest mouming that the human heart 
Can ache with and not break, is mine to-night. 
It is not softened grief, so beautîful ; 
It does not lay a thin and wasted hand 
Upon the plaintive strings of a sweet lyre. 
And with its eyeà upraised chant saddened hymns ! 
Nor does it beat with the quick agony 
That breaks the iron bars of reason down. 
And from mind's cage aies with wild^ burning wings, 
Whose quivering motions set themselves on fire 
Until they perish in their fearfal iflight. 
It is not madness ! and it is not grief ! 
But deep, abiding, and black, solemn woe 
That presses with a heavy, heavy hand 
Upon my bosom, till no life is there — 
Nor even the desolate music of despair — 
Nor the grand funeral gloom of coffined sleep^- 
Nor the disheveled dress of sorrow jmle. 
It is not life — and yet it is not death ! 
But oh ! as if my heart lay beating thick 
And throbbipg slowly in its muffled gloom. 
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Aparté alone, beneath ihe damp, dark earth, 

A thousand» ihoiuand feet in buried life ! 

Who can conceive such close, oppressive ^ 

8ttch belpless, hopeless» beavy agony ? 

My heart — my heart! buried alive! so far 

From love and light, and nittsic and the stars ! 

How fearfuUy and slowly it beats up, 

To make itself a little room to throb, 

To pant, to gasp, within its terrible grave ! 

How heavily the cold weigbt presses down ! 

How shall I save my heart— once éloquent heart — 

That snng and bounded in the light of joy ? 

The days to me will be like centuries ! 

Endure— endure— endure the fearfui fate 

That prisons up within its horrible gloom 

The soûl that would grow wild; if it had room ! 

Say, shall I crush my writhing lip between 

The teeth that grate and clench tbemselves in pain ? 

Say, shall I wring my twining hands till they 

Hâve crushed their quivering fing^ers in their clasp, 

And smite my forehead on the chilly wall. 

And start and rise, and shriek and pace my room 

With steps as if the floor were red-hot iron ? 

Oh, no, no, no ! I bave no such relief ! 

I would that I cauld moum as others moum ! 

Corne madness, with your fearfui phantasies ! 

Come wailing song, come tears, corne frantic grief! 

Corne every mocking shape of fearfulness — 

Come terror and sharp pain— >cotne any thing ! 

Except this suffocàting, throbbing woe— 

This close, oppressive, endless misery ! 

Would I could die ! but my heart dieth not ; 

It is as if a thousand years from now, 

StFong, sinewy hands should toil, and Uni, and toH, 

Lifting up, one by one, icold, heavy stones. 

And mouldy earths, and ruibs of Ihe past, 

Till deep below, pressed round by chilly soil, 

They found my heart — ^yét beating — ^beating still. 
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Slowly and sullcnly, against the weîght 

Of darkness and ôf damp that built it up 

80 deep, and close/ and terrible a grave. 

Endure ! tbat word is to nie like the star 

That seems so insignifîcant to the eye 

Of him who looks but does not comprebcnd — 

Yet to the one who reads its njystery, 

Is full of life and pairi and centuries — 

Ay ! of eternity and soûl and God ! 

The golden stars once to my happy eyes 

Were burning thoughts of bliss and éloquence; 

But how they fashion that one word— endure ! 

And every sullen puise of my slow heart 

Mutters and murraurs o'er the endless word. 

I press my cold hands over it and plead 

And say, hush — ^hush, my heart ! my heart, be still l 

Yet with a solemn throbbing it keeps on. 

Oh ! if I could but free this prisoned pain, 

And expiate endurance in one shriek, 

Methinks the terrified night at tliat wild shriek 

Would faint into the arms of the pale shades 

That from ail haunted ruins and deep graves 

Would rush and startle, moan and die away ! 

The miners toil not down through fearful pits 

As my hopes toil to reach my buried heart — 

Yet find it not, and perish while they toil. 

Yet this sad, aching thing, in days gone by, 

Was hke a rose-tree in a suramer-clime— 

Ail full of singing birds and perfume sweet, 

And fresh white tears dropped by the sparkling stars. 

I^ow — oh, now ! it weeps not, sings not, loves not ! 

But from its grave there cornes a bollow sound — 

A gasping, and a throbbing, and a moan — 

Repeating o'er and o'er, endure — endure! 

And why and wherefore is this living grave 

I know not; this I know — my happy heart 

Was fuit of bliss, and tenderness, and music, 

When a dark woe came up and breathed on it. 
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Till with a sigh it fainted in my breast. 
Despair said hurriedly, " 'Tis deadt — 'tis dead î" 
And while my young joys gathered 'round and wept, 
Sad sorrow sang the solemn funeral hymn — 
And thus they buried it — and now It wakes 
To gasp forever in its terrible grave. 
Heaven's great magnificence and earth's delight — 
AU splendor, grandeur, sunshine, and sweet hopes — 
Ail révélations of the wonderful — 
Ail storms pf terror and ail calms of joy. 
Are hid from it forever— ^vermore ! 
But in its grave are hidden thèse two things — 
Endurance and Eternity. 



THE WINDS. 

A LOVELY girl leaned from an open casement. 
She was, of ail, the most surpassing fair — 
For surely nothing we regard as so 
Was ïike to her in perfectness of faimess, 
Just like the brightness of succeeding waves 
That lose themselves in shade and gleam again ; 
The golden river of her shining hair 
Flowed round the beauty of her youthful form — 
That shone from out that stream of glorious hair, 
Like a sweet island in a southem clime, 
Smiling amid its rippling waves of gold. 
There was a blended beauty in her face, 
Of ail the starry lights that burn in heaven, 
And ail the tinted flowers that glow on earth. 
Her white young foreliead, shadowed by her hair, 
Had a soft, spiritual development, 
Made earthly only by its passionate brows ; 
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And 'neath them shope those soft out-glancing eyes^- 

Tbose large, pure, loving eyes — those fathomless eyes — 

Those bright and blue, those fringed a;id shaded eyes ! 

Her sweetly curved and éloquent red lips 

Were parted in the eagerness of joy ! 

A faint, fresh color wavered in her cheek. 

As if it knew not or to stay or go ; 

There was a smile in that bright glance of hera, 

As if she looked for flowers — on that red lip, 

As if it fain would call the singing-birds — 

xind that uûcertain glow upon her cheek, 

Said — " Ah, they are — they are not — ^are they corne ?" 

It was a young Spring day, balmy and fresh. 

And tbe warm wind came to her, telling taies 

How the green grass was creeping from the earth. 

And the bright buds were glowing in the dell — 

And as she feit its breath, so full of sweets, 

She wondered if tbe violets had corne ; 

And lingered at the casement, thrilled and blessed 

By the soft touches of tbe balmy wind, 

With a soft âuttering knotion, from her arms, 

Her bosom, and her girdle, floated back 

Tlie airy muslin of ber simple robe. 

She wore no jewels and no snowy pearls — 

They would bave shown like baubles upon her — 

So délicate, so refined her loveliness ; 

And ail the golden waves upon her neck, 

Glittered the more the wind came up. 

And kissed her beautiful throa.t in loving joy ; 

Ah ! that uncertain joy and eagerness ! 

That asking, bright'ning glance and âushing cheek î 

That trembling éloquence of the glad lip ! 

This young Spring wind so full of sweets to come — 

So full of buds that sometîmes would be flowers 

What was this young Spring wind that breathed such taies ? 



Again — tbe maiden sat within ber bower ! 
Her little snow-soft bands, in placid rest, 
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Lay folded motionless withîn her lap ; 

The ligbt of dreams lay Uke a sihrer vail, 

Over and ail around her glowing form— 

Softening the splendor of her radiance ; 

Her still, soft, sapphire eyes were downward cast, 

To hide the little blisses floating round 

In the clear liquid of their azuré depths, 

Whîle, with a tremulous and golden gleam, 

The long, bright lashes drooped above those eyes. 

A warm, sweet, loving glow was on the lip 

That smiled and murmured with her rosy dreams ; 

And the once wavering flush upon her cheek, 

Had deepened to the richness of content. 

There was deep meaning on her brilliant brow — 

So placid y et so passionate its repose ; 

Oh ! beautiful was she, and soft her dreams ! 

The while she mused the soft south wind stole up. 

And stirred the drapery of her still form ; 

It was not damp with violets — -'but rich 

With roses, and magnolias, and carnations, 

And lilies spotless as her youthful brow. 

This Summer wind, so heavy with perfume, 

The lady breathed in with her smiling lips, 

And still, as if no offering was meet 

For one so glorious and so fair as her, 

It brought up rarer fragrance on its wings, 

To mingle with the blisses of her dream ; 

This Summer wind, full of delicious sweets — 

Bearing such perfume on its waviiig wings — - 

What was this Summer wind so full of sweets ? 

The maiden wandered in the Autumn wood, 
The crisp red leaves rustled beneath her feet — - 
Those fairy, délicate, and wayward feet; • 
The frost had corne, and with its chilly hand 
Painted the forest in gay, gorgeous hues. 
So had a frost fell on the lovely girl. 
And made her radiance more splendid still— ^ 
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Brighter and redder than the reddest leaf 

Was the wild tirimson of her burning cheek ; 

Her lip was restless as the quivering leayes> 

And moaned and muttered as the forest did ; 

Her eyes were clearer ^han the azuré sky. 

And cbanging as the glitter of a star 

In océan depths, and brilliant as the sun. 

As the green leaves were withered in a night, 

So were her hopes changed to this gay despair ; 

At times she sang a, low and pleàsant song, 

Then moaned and murmured as she hurried on 

With quick, irregular steps and clasped hands ; 

And ever, as she walked, the Autumn wind 

Swept past her with a mutter like her own — 

And tore the bright leaves rustling from the bough— 

And bore her golden hair upon its wings, 

Far backward with its glittering length of beauty — 

Or held her black dress with a trembling hand — 

Or sighed in écho to her broken sigh — 

Or sang and murmured, when her mood was soft — 

Or moaned a wild reply unto her madness ; 

This mad and wayward maiden, and this wind, 

As mad and wayward, hurried through the wood. 

Oh, Autumn wind, as sweetly, sadly wild 

As that fair créature wandisring through the grove — 

What was this Autumn wind so sadly wild ? 



^ I 



The maiden stood alone in the cold night ; 
The sweetly pensive moon so shining fair, 
Sent silvery messengers to learn her fate ; 
Her face wiis wliite like marble, and as still — 
Her lip was motionless, and fixed, and pale — 
And only those large, gleaming, beautiful eyes 
Told that the heart yet shuddered in her breast. 
One small, thin hand held tightly in its grasp 
Tlie robe of black unto her freezing breast, 
Cold ! intense e old ! and yet she shivered not. 
But stood with those wild eyes upon the moon — 
21 
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On that lone plain a Imng, dying thing — 

So frozeo, beautifui, and strangely wiM ! 

What pitied her ? not the fierce Winter wind, 

That howled and çhrieked into her heedless ear, 

And tore her garments frail, and pierced her frame, 

Her very heart, with its sharp arctic spears ! 

Cold ! bitter cold ! — and yet she shivered not — 

But slowly, slowlj »a.nk upon the earth, 

While slowly^ slowly closed those wild bright eyes, 

And that pale form was frozen into death. ^ 

What did the cruel wind ? it fled away. 

And in its dark remorse called up the clouds 

To vail the placid face of the pure knoon, 

Looking so solemn and so angel-like, 

Then bade them weave a shroud — and thick and fast 

The snowy flakes hurried through the dim w. 

And lay ail softly in a mantle white 

Above the beautiful, dead, frozen clay. 

Oh, cruel Winter wind that shricked and howled. 

And chilled the heart of earth's most lovely one — > 

What was this Winter wind that shrieked and howled ? 



A ROMANCE. 



A HÀUGHTT son of chlvalry^ 
Handsome and proud and bold wa^ he, 

Guy Mathers, of a noble Une ; 
Fond of the field, and fond of the flood. 
Fond of the hunt in the dark greenwood. 

And fond of good old wine 

Was he, I said ; alas, no more. 
Oallops his steed the country o'er, 
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Or sounds his heart-felt merriment. 
Fled his mirthful soûl and gallant mien, 
Dim his eagle eye and good sword keen, 

His haughty spirit bent. 

Now what to work this change befell 
The noble knight my song would tell, . 

Though wild and sad the taie will be-r- 
Wîld and sad as the spirits that croon 
Their dreary songs to the wintry moon, 

From the frozen fallow lea. 

Guy Mathers loved a gentle maid — 
Morna McDunn her name was said ; 

She — ^fairer and purer than snow — 
Tender as any sweet young flower — 
Was spelled by the brave knight's words of power. 

And his voice so soft and low. 

She loved, as only maidens do 

Whose soûls are soft and hearts are true. 

And whose suitors are brave and bold ; 
And she was lovcd with an old-time love, 
That could neither falter, faint, nor rove, 

Neither grow fickle or cold. 

Many a long month canoë and went. 
And now the day was almost speht, 

The last to shine on them unwed, 
When Guy o'er the lonely moorland rode, 
Just when the deepening twilight showed 

Faintly the way hé led. 

High beat his heart with happiness» 
T];iinking of Morna's sweet caress ; 

When suddenly, thrilling and high, 
Piercing the silence through and through, 
A cry of fear on the dark air flew — 

A wild and agonized cry. 
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Guy Mather's faeart was soft as brave, 
Beady to laoothe and quick to save ; 

A moment listened he, 
Then turned he his noble courser's bead, 
And the way tbat his ears were pomted sped, 

Spurrinj^ him gallantly. 

On toward tbe forest rode the knight ; 
The moorland mist was rising white. 

And the darkness gathering fast ; 
Tet those fearfui cries kept on before, 
Till the knight had galloped across the moor. 

And the forest's edge was past. 

Then paused he, for the sound was lost ; 
By fitful lights his path Was crossed'— 

His sight was blinded with their glore ; 
His panting steed with shivering limbs. 
And eyes ablaze with ternfied gleams, 

Was trembling likè a hare. 

Many a legend dark and wild, 

The knight bad heard of men beguiléd 

By syrens in deeeitful guise ; 
Eut alway had be derided weli 
The power of faîry ban and spell, 

And of priestly exorcise. 

Yet now a something chilled his blood, 
To see the lovely shape that stood 

Beckoning him with j'eweled hand — 
A lady in robes of forest green, 
Bparkling with every jewel's sheen. 

And many a golden band. 

Three times the lady beçked and smile.d ; 
Her burning eyes were strangely wild. 
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Tet sweet and gently gay her mien ; 
A white and varying radiance âhone 
From her brow and feet, and jeweled n>ne» 

Aûd her robe was bright between. 


Guy Mathers gazed with eyes entranced, 
Nor once from bis her own she glanced. 

But smiled, and gazed, and sniiled again ; 
Then retreating slowly, backward fled. 
And the knîght against bis will was led, 

Striving to tum in vain. 


Away through fore^ts wild and drear, 

The syren led the knigbt in fear, * 

Binding bim fast with fairy spell — 
But such strange scènes the knight beheld, 
By the enchantress' magie spelled, î 

It behooves not me to tell. f 

• 1 


Oh, sad to say, the bridai day 

Hath dawned, and shone, and passed away 

Without the bridai rite! 
Toung Moma pale and silent lies, 
With clasped hands and closed eyes> 

Covered from joy and light. ' 


Ah, woe to ail in that grand hall — 
The bride is hid beneath the pall, 

The laggard bridegroom fled ; 
Strange whispers pass from friend to friend, 
And wrath and awe and sorrow blend 

Above the sweet young dead. 


Guy Mathers' name, a mark for shame, 
Is cursed and blackened o'er with blâme ; 
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The kiasmen of the bride 
Through ail the laod hâve coariers fleet, 
Who, till the reprobate they meet, 

For life and death raust ride. 

No mercy, none, shall there be shown — 
Life only shall the sin atone — 

The forfeit must be paid. 
Theîr pride is bent, their hearts are broke, 
Guy Mathers gave the fatal stroke — 

Their stern decree 13 made ! 

Alas, their hâte ! who at their gâte 
Is standing in sucb high debate ? 

Guy Mathers — it is he ; 
So changed, the porter knew him noi-^ 
But cursed him in his anger bot 

For knocking noisily. 

God help poor Guy ! he knows not why 
The brothers rush with angry eye 

To bare the shining blade. 
How could he guess how Morna died-^ 
His darling one, bis promised bride — 

How could be think her dead ? 

How could he guess the strange distress, 
The deep, unstinted bittemess 

And shame that he must meet ? 
But bastened he the taie to tell 
Of what adventures strange befell 

His charmed and spelled feet. 

Each brother staid his lifted blade 
And listened to the taie he said, , 

And how his wild despahr 
Maddened at times his buming braîn— 
And yet he strove and strove in vaiii 

To free him from the snare. 
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£ach face grew pale to hear the taie — 
Each lip to make reply did fail, 

When Guy to see his bride 
Demanded, with impatient haste, 
Though faiot and ill from lengthened fast. 

And long and toilsome ride. 

None dared to say how prone sfae lay. 
And cold and senseless was her clay ; 

But gazed in silent dread. 
And answered not, to his surprise, 
Save with their mute and straining eyes, 

To tell him she was dead. 

And yet too soon his woe was known-^ 
Guy fell into a fearful swoon, 

Then wildly woke to rave; 
And thence when reason came again, 
To crave oné last, last look in vun — 

His love was in her grave. 

Now years hâve fled since she was dead. 
But young Guy Mathers never wed — 

His heart was broken then ; 
And never since that fatal day 
Mizes he with the youn^ and gay. 

Or holds converse with men. 
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THE SETTING SUN» 

Thb san sank down, a orimson bail, 
Id the sad, waveless sea of night ; 

A Bullen gloom was over ail, 

Streaked with tbat strange and fiery light. 

The Ude of twilight slowlj rose, 

Tinged with the same unhappy glare. 

And ail the stars' sweet silver glows 
Were lost in the thick, vaporous air. 

A moment, ère in sadness down 

The 8un sank red and silentlj, 
His forehead with its fiery crown 

Shone wfld and lurid o*er the sea. 

So in the black sea of despair, 
SuUen and fiery sank my heart. 

And hot and glowing from the air 
Of hope and beauty did départ. 

Sallen and hot my heart sank low, 
And its red, wild, and sickly glare 

Glowed as a maniac's eyes will glow 
From out black brows and hanging hair. 

As one by one the san's red gleams 

Died out apon the surging sea, 
So passion's once delightful di^eams 

Within my breast died stdlenly. 

I watched the long and hopeless night — 
The storm furled up its pinions black — 

The sun rose sweet, and fresh, and brtght — 
The tide of twilight murmured back ! 
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Bat from its 8ça of endless night 
My mad heart never rose again ; 

Long tooked I for one gleam of light, 
But kept a desolate watch in vain. 

Cold, dark, and senseless, still it lies 
Within a black and waveless sea. 

In splendor never more to rise. 
And shine in love and melody. 



TO 



The whole of this June day replète with roses» 

Replète with perfume, loveliness, and bloopi, 
From dewy mom till sunset's portai closes, 

From twilight till the midnîght*s starry gloom,* 
I oflfer iip to thee, my loved and only — 

I offer up to thee my thoughts and dreams, 
And though alone^ I can not then be lonely 

While thus thy memory, like thy présence, seems. 

AU this soft sunshine through the white clouds glowipg- 

All this faint fragrance of the summer air — 
Ail this sweet melody around me flowing 

Of birds and breezes — ^all thèse blosspms faîr — 
This nameless influence of June's witching beauty 

That thrills my puises like old golden wine, ' 
With a half wish that I could deem it duty, 

And a sad joy, I offer on thy shrine. 

My heart is fftll of tears that well up slbwly. 

And fall upon the breast from whence they stole ; 

A placid sorrow, made by patience holy, 
Sits with bowed forehead in mv silent soûl ! 
21* 
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The suQshine through the sDOwy clouds is stealing 
Like a bride's glances through her bridai vail, 

And 80 Hope glances through the shadowy feeling 
That wraps it in a mantle soft and pale ! 

» Oh, something in mj heart pines on forever— 

A wish, ai. want, a yeaming still the same ; 
Aind when to question it I make endeavor» 

The voice within me answers back thy name ; 
Oh, something in my heart moans on forever — 

With a low Sound that haunts me night and day ! 
And when to question it I make endeavor, 

Alone — alone-— alone ! it seems to say. 

But now, to-day, I hardly feel the pîning — 

The moaning of my heart is almost stîll — 
For thy dear présence ail around is shining, 

Thy spirit ail this loneliness doth fiU ! 
I see tkee, and I hear thee, and I know thee^ - 

Though far away, I recognize thee near ! 
This bright June beauty, so like thine, doth show thee 

Seen, yet impalpable, still lingering hère. 

The locust blossoms whitely wave and sparkle, 

Tossing their chalices upon the breeze, 
Filled with the dewy drops that bum and darkle 

As they wave in and out among the trees. 
Oh, thèse sweet locust-blossoms, tuned to dances. 

In their white beauty yeaming toward the sky. 
Are only like thy many graceful fancies, 

Restlessly beautiful, and pure, and high ! 

This brightness in the air, subdued and tender» 
Is like the présence of thy radiant eyes ; 

And yon white cloud that glows with a soft splendoT— 
Sttch a young glory on thy forehead lies. 
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The waving of the spray in lis sweet motion 

Is like the flowing of thy graceful hair ! 
Therefore for thèse I cherish a dévotion, 

That more ihsax admiration of the fair. . 

Bat most, this lonely day, l'm thrilled and haunted t 

By this strange murmuring music in the trees — 
Of ail earth's melody the most enchanted — 

This whispering of the leaflets and the breease ; 
Oh 1 I am hauDted- — haunted by its sweetness ; 

It is 80 like thine own low, loving tone — 
It fills my ear with music tô repleteness. 

And fills my sool with harmbny alone I 

Tes» it is like thy voioe, and like it onjy — 

Thy whispering, soothbg, and mysterions voice ! 
It charms me from my sorrow wild and lonely — 

My heart at its low murmur doth rejoice; 
It seems to whisper my own name unto me. 

As thou didst whisper it days long flown — 
It seems to call on me and bless and woo me 

With tender dream, and thought, and yeaming tone. 

Ah ! softly move the trees ! and toward me bending, 

They seem to woo me to their gracefnl arma ; 
The music and the motion sweetly blending, 

Bewilder and allure me with their charms ! 
They seem to promise me a true affection, 

A pity for my lonelineçs and grief-— 
A care, a love, a beautif(Ul protection, 

A aleep where weariness may find relief. 

The sky is beauty and the air is sweetness-^ 

The shining clouds like billows melt away ; 
The earth hath robed herself with love's completeneas 

This rosy, musical, and fragrant day. 
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I*m borne away upon its pinions golden, 

To other times and scènes than thèse around — 

My soûl is floating upon mem'ries olden, 
To a past world of feeling more profound — 

To a past world seen witb a yoang girl's vision*- 

Bose-tinted and gold-ligbted Paradise ! 
Full of soft music and of paths elysian, 

Lit even by the most bewUdering skies-^ 
By day unclouded, and by evening glowing 

With the wild flashes of the mystic stars, 
While 'neath theîr glory rivers ever flowing, 

Ring molten notes of gold througb silver bars ! 

In Uiis past world, where thou and I, as fated. 

Met by the dim, deep fountain of first love — 
Drank from one cup with thrilling nectar freigbted— 

Then, with the angels smiling from above. 
And roses in our path, and bosoms thrilling, 

Together wandered through this Ëden-land, 
Ûor soûls with beauty and with passion filling, 

Led by a chain of light, linked hand in handl 

In this past world, where the first storm burst o'er us. 

And wrapped us up in terror and surprise — 
And tore our olinging hands apart and bore us 

Far from eaoh other and our paradise— 7 
And left us weak and wasted, sad and lopely, 

Calling upon each other through the gloom— 
Yet finding not and hearing echoes only, 

Treading on thoms instead of velvet bloom 1 

Upôn one errand sinpe that fatal honr 

Does my faint spirit through the wide earth roam ; 
Nerving its wing with hope's mysterious power, 

To find thee, lost one, and to bring thee home. 
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beautiful as light î and brave and tender ! 

Corne back — corne bflck to me ! my soûl doth cry ; 
But no reply thy distant soûl doth render, 

And time creeps onwaid slpwly, wearily. 

Now ail the sky in radiant beauty blushes — • 

The goldeii sun woos the soft-swelling sea — 
The west grows crimson aud the far east flushes — 

Oped are the portais of Eternity ! 
And this June day, her golden tresses streaming, 

Her fair face and bright glances backward cast, 
Her garments floating and her forehead beaming» 

Steps through the gorgeous gâte to wed tho Past. 

Twilight is hère ; and now begins the throbbing, 

Wild, and no more subdued, of my dark heart ; 
The shadowy stillness listens to my sobbing, 

Broken, and faint, and bitter ; hot tears start . 
Large, slow, and fiery, from their fonnts unbldden, 

And anguish frets and fevers my bent brow ; 
The language of my grief, from day light hidden, 

Fmds its own utterance and expression now. 

there is something soothing in the splendor 
Of the calm, shining, and most holy stars ! 

To me they'ey.er hâve been true and tender, 
Leaning from out their silver-sparkling cars> 

To smile upon ipe in my moods of madness, 

To hush my troubled thoughts and trance my tears, 

To turn my anguish ihto softer sadness. 
And fin me with sweet hopes in place of fears. 

1 sob no more, but sit and mark them stealing 

From tlieir blue-draperied chambers in the sky — 
The many and the many still reveaîing 

Their pîacid fortjheads from their homes on htgh ; 
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I see them with their still and révèrent faces. 
Corne out to watch the earth in its fair sleep — : 

Atid bless them, smiling in their shining places. 
For the calm guard that pleasantly they keep. 

We used to sit and watch the shining heayen, 

While locust-blossoms tossed upon the breeze — 
We used to muse upon the " Pleiad seven," 

And whisper thrilling words on nights like thèse ! 
The stars are hère ; the sounds to which I listen 

Are those that used to be to us so dear — 
The roses sigh — the wet leaves wave and glisten — 

Ail bave corne back !->-but thou — thou art not hère t 



THE POET'S COMPLAINT. 

Out upon thèse flowing lines. 

And thèse words of dainty fashion, 
When my chained heart pants and pines, 

And my soûl consumes with passion ! 
Shall I make a low complaint. 

In words soft as flowers shutting ? 
Sure my madness is not faint. 

And my thoughts like kniyes are cuttmg ! 
Oh ! my grief is hothing kind — 

Nothing pitiful or tender, 
To be moved from out my mînd 

By the evening's solemn splendor I 
In the restlessness of fear 

I can see but pliantoms only, 
And I cry out sharp and clear, 

" I am loneîy — I am lonely !" 
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I cry aut in my dread'— 

^*Love and Beautj, do not shun me!" 
But they long ago hâve fled, , 

And my fear grows wild upon me ; 
'Tîs the greatest wrong the dead, 

Loving, dying, e'er bave done me l 
'Tis the greatest wrong the world 

In its selfishness hath wrought m6— - 
A kînd and caring world 

From this darkness would hâve brought me — 
When they knew I had a soûl 

Which was full of dreams of beauty» 
And a heart that spumed control, 

Save of love and loving duty — 
And a spirit warm and bright. 

And a fancy most ethereal — 
And an eye that loves the light, 

Falling over forms aerial — 
And an ear that loves sweet sound» 

Such as ringing human laughter^ 
Such as heart-strings, so profound, 

Listening for the écho after ! i 

Was it not a mighty wrong ! 

That they closed their golden portais^ 
Shutting me out from the throng 

Of eaçh-other-seeking mortals ? 
Qoldeij portais ? 1 said well ! 

They are golden portais truly ! 
We ail know their value well^ 

And appreciate them duly ; 
And had I a golden key, 

I could swing the hinges golden. 
And could glide beyond and see 

Ail that the joy within enfolden. 
But the world owes me a debt 

Which, if rightiy it would render, 
Wpuld my happy spirit let 

luto happiness and splendor ; 
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For ail étij l've sat and sang 

Underneath the sbining arches ; 
And my solemn numbers rang 

With death*« grand and stately marches— 
And with songs of youthful love, 

Of despair and passion pleadbg, 
Of the angels up above — 

Of lone hearts bereft and bleeding — 
Of the ri vers — of the sea — 

Of the trees in beauty waving — 
Of the cunning roelody 

Brooklets make, the pebbles laving !-^ 
Of the sunset crimson-bright — 

Of the (earful roll of thunder — 
Of the torrents in their might, 

And the cavems wrapped in wonder ! — 
Of the children in their mirth, 

And the lovers in their gladness — 
Of the beauty of the earth — 

Of my lone self in my sadness ! — 
Looking through the golden bars 

With a spirit wiidly yearning — 
Seeing eyes as bright as stars, 

Ever to the singer turning. 
Many widows clothed in woe. 

As I sang beneath the arches, 
Game and listened to the flow 

Of the solemn-rolling marches; 
Many màidens lingered near, 

With their cheeks and bosoms glowing, 
And their young eyes shining clear, 

And their glorious tresses flowing, 
Whilè I sang of young love blest 

With a passion and a power 
Rent from out my darkened breast, 

Like the lightning from a shower ; 
Many murmured words of praise, 

Smiling softiy on each other 
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As tbey listened to the lays 

Which my bosom coutd not smotherl^ 
dmiling ia each other's ejes. 

But upoD the singer ne ver ! 
Murmuring sweet words of surpriae» 

Wishing I might sing forever ! 
Alas ! no one look my hand, 

No one led me through the portais 
In among the social band 

Of each-other-seeking mortals I 
When I sang of soft attire, 

No one cared that mine was tattered — 
When I praised the silver lyre. 

No one saw that mine was shattered*-- 
When I told of youthf ul glee, 

And of graceful-moving dances, 
Of the gushing melody. 

And the sweetly loving glances — 
No one saw Iiow / was barred 

From the ^^liding and the dancing ; 
And no deep eye, darkling, cared 

That I wept its careless glancing ; 
When I sang of love divine 

With a passionate voice-like weeping. 
No heart answered back to mine — 

Mine — ^its lonely vigil keeping. 
And the twilight now is hère — 

I am lonely — I am lonely ! 
And I almost shrink with fear 

With the shadows round me only ; 
My spirit makes one cry — 

One great cry of fear and sorrow ! 
The cold stars up in the sky 

Promise nothing for the morrow. 
My mind trembles on the verge 

Of the seething sea of madnesa — 
I can hear its frantic surge — 

Furewell ! love and hope and gladness \ 
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Farewell I cold and cruel worldl 
I bare kwt mysélf in terror — 

In the tweeptog sea Vm hnried 
For whai, Ood, what fatal errart 



FRAGMENT. 

I'll tell yon what I heard, one stany niglit^ 
That made me love the sea, if yoa will listen. 
The inner glow of the warm star^ was ehat» 
Aod a rare brilliancy, cold and intense, 
Shone from their eovered foreheads ; and this light 
Seemed splintered into slender spears of ioe, 
Piercing the atmosphère with sparkling points. 
You shudder, dainty love, for you were made 
To pillow your young, Oriental chcek 
On the invisible down of roses' leaves; 
But I wear Arctio armor, and ne'er woo 
The perfumed breeze of your enchanted land, 
To rock my stories into numbers sweet. 
There was a restless yearning in my heart, 
That night of bitter cold and beauty wild, 
That made me dare the challenge of the frost ; 
And, binding my sure skates to my swift feet> 
I fled from hearth and home, music and love. 
And stood alone opon the frozen lake: 
Nothing around me but the lifeless ice — 
Nothing above me but the starry space— 
Nothing below me but the prisoned deep; 
With forehead cold as the eternal stars, 
And folded arma upon a heaveless breast, 
I stood alone, the queen of my own passions I 
Yet did the iron soepter of my will 
Boarcely control those wiKl and powerful slaves, 
Nor the impérial crown of pride prevent 
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Their taunting, and their burning, and their scorn. 

Like a volcano, wrapped in mantling snow, 

I Btood beneath the sapphîre-sparkling sky. 

And lif ted up my brow in silent pride. 

A loneliness, as piercing as the cold. 

Came down from heaven, and oircled me about» 

And with a subtile power compressed the air, 

Till the strong ice seemed crackling 'neath its weight 

You never knew, dear. Oriental child, 

With that red, tremulous lip and loving eye, 

And those dark lashes, Uiat warm, crimson çheek» 

And soft, white, throbbing bosom and quick tears^-* 

Tou never knew the pining and the want, 

The one-absorbing wish for — sympathy ! 

For every thing doth sympathize with thee, sweet love^- 

Thèse rosy-tinted lamps, this soft perfume, , 

Thèse shining stars, thèse white and golden flowen, 

And every eye that catches your dear glance» 

And every ear that drinks your musical tone, 

And every heart that melts beneath your smile. 

Or saddens at your tears — ail, ail are yours, 

A part of your existence and yourself ! 

The only air that you can. breathe and live 

Is full of this sweet essence of yourself — 

This beautiful and subtile sympathy ! 

As dropping water takes a spheral form, 

AU things around thee shape themseives to thee ; 

But I was bom beneath some «omet-star, 

Some wild, ungovemed world of God's great apaoe^ 

Whose fatal influence forever draws 

My way ward spirit from' love*s circling sphère 

Into strange labyrinths of loneliness ! 

There is no magne t in my polar breast 

To draw about me hearts in sweet communion ; 

But ever burns within me one désire * 

To tbrow aside the chains that bind me hère, 

And fling my spirit on the universe, 

That it, perchance, within that mighty soope 
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May meet ils mate. Twas this désire, longing, 

Power, or fatalitj, that sent me forth . 

On my swift skates, to dare the bitter cold, 

The patbless ice, and tbe nîght's solitude. 

Alone 1 as ever and forever, yet alone I 

Tbe golden stars were biîgbt, but loved me not I 

Thtre VHU not even a skadow ai my feet^ 

To be a little like my lonely self. 

And not a leaf to make a quivering sound 

In answer to the moaning of my soûl. 

I 8iûd I was alone — ^ba ! what was that 

Made answer to the voîce within my souI ? 

I threw myself upon the moveless ice-— 

I clasped it with my arms, and laid my ear 

Close to its cbîlly bosom, and I heard 

A Sound that thrilled me with' a blissfnl awe: 

A sympathy ! a spirlt ! a communion ! 

Within that prison of unfeeling ice, 

Shut up in darkness, mad with agony, 

The spirit of the sea was bound and beld! 

I heard it — O I heard it, and I wept, 

And loved it with a strange and passjonate love I 

I heard its hollow cry, its mighty moan— 

I heard it dash its forehead on the walls 

Which kept it from the starlight and the air — 

I felt it shudder, and I shuddered too I 

It shrieked, and from my lips a fearful shriek 

Rang on the darkness — I could not repress it I 

It seemed to sob, and I sobbed like a child ! 

I whispered to it through the cruel ice ! 

I felt the bliss — the great and mighty joy-r- 

The solemn rapture — the ineffable power — 

The chi^rm— the spell— ^the grandeur — the delight 

The fullness and the perfectness of love ! 

Dear, tender spirit, in your happy heart 

Lives no conception of my wild émotion î 

No drooping leaves upon a sl-nder tree 

Were ever so much swayed by the wind*s touch 
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As waç my soûl by ^ch waîl of woe, 
Burstiog beneath me from a mighty breast I 
Ity toOy was chained and restless — in its cry 
The moanîng of my spirit found a voice-^ 
I was DQ more alone ! — ^at last — at.last/ 
There came an answer to my yearning soûl I 
When I rose up again from the oold ice, 
And turned my tearful eyes to the great sky, 
In every star there burned a mystic fire, 
And a rich radiance melted through the blue, 
Aa soft as thine own eyes, my dear gazelle. 



THE FIELD OF LILIES. 

A FIELD of lilies white 
Sent down and crîmsoned faintly in tlie light, 

That golden, warm, and bright 

From the sweet sunset came, 
And touched them with a quivering lip of flame, 

The angel of white hands, 

Who kept tt)e gâtes of heaven with his commanda, 
Led forth the radiant bands, 
Who still, and bright, and fair, 

Kept earth each night in safety by their prayer. 

With soft and. silent face^— 
Bach wearing still thçir paradisal grâce — 

They stept out to their place ! 

Forth came the angel stars 
Through heaven's shining and soft sappbire bars. 

They stood in the great skks. 
And turned upon the earth their sparkling eyes ; 

Then something of surprise 

Over one angel came — 
He looked upon a lily touched with flame t 
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A iMi failli erimsoD dart. 

With a loft Umll piereed the dear fil j't liear^ 
Ai fiageringl 7 apwi, 
A beam did tremlAiig wail 

ISD Ibe wfttif-Aaiirfitf dosed the wcstem g^ta. 



Tlie % beat to resl 

Aad shatting the loft glory >n 1^^ breaal^ 
Dwaaicd of the radiant wesi-* 
The brigbt star koew her dreams 

And McMc d htf with hîs sweetest ahimng 



Tbeaagel restless grew ! 
The filj aoal had woo that passiooate hmb, 

80 beaatifal and tnie ; 

He said» ** She needs mj carm- 
in heaTeo there cornes sa woe— who needs me ihere 1 



With a swîft shining sweep, 
His golden wings flashed throngfa the amre deep 

Of air, in night asieep ; 

DowB to the earth he passed, 
Horering tiU his dear fil j slumbered fiwt. 

He saw her sweeOy resi— 
And closer, eloser to hîs angel hreast 

Wb radiant wings he pressed-* 

And nearer, nearer erept— 
And stole into her bosom while she sleptl 



Thns while he spaïUing fies» 
Bmiks broke ont 'neath the flower's Mded 

She dreamed of paradise ! 

She saw its golden streams. 
And music melted throogh her blissful dreams. 
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Ai morn, awake she sprang, 

Wbile throagh her soûl delicious chimmgs rang- 
As though its visions sang ! 
What meant those quiveriogs t 

'V^thin her hoaom/eltshe aogel wings. 

She sang— sweet itôrds— -nntanghtl 
Deep révélations to her heart were brought, 
With pain and pleasure fraught — 
Tears with her singing blent I 
Ah! tears with stars on earth are ever smtl 



Men wandered with delight» 
Amid this field of liiies pure and white ; 
A dew-drop, soft and bright» 
Lay in each snowy breast. 
As ihe bright beauty sparkles in the 



Thiê lily bent so low, . 
She nearly hid the angel-star's rich glow— 

Men's gases shamed her so ; 

They would not^ could not hear 
That rapt, wild mnsic, passionate and dear. 

They had no prophet-gaz»— 
^ey did not gather 'round in glad amaie^ 

To wonder and to praise ; 

They wore the dimming vail — 
To th$m the angel was a dew-drop pale. 

Through ail that wondrous day 
She thrilled and wept, and sang and pined away- 

Yet — " wherefore ?" — none would say. 

Her longings were reprcssed^- 
Men ooidd not see the angel m her breast I 
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She wouM not give agaîn, 
For ail the dew-drops on that lovely plaîû» . 

Her wonder, bliss, and pain — 

Yet, O mistaken star! 
Thy 19 y when alone was happier far I 

The angel saw the wortb 
(Sighing that she was not of heavenlj birth) 

Of gentus upon earth — 

Had he no power to save 
The lily from an earthlj, pitiless grave ? 

He waited till the night» 
And when she dreamed, he spread his wings of ligh^ 

And from its robe of white 

He bore her soûl along, 
And placed it in the outer Band of Song. 



THB SRp* 
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-^ Thcsb graceftil, spirited, and briUiant poetease*.— Aiw York Tributu. 

TwiN-GKMS fit to sparUe in the most rcgal tiara that Literature bas yet worn in «ny 
part ot'tbe Americioi continent.— CtMCiitiuUt CoUmbian. 

THKyeridently Write- with great facility, with a fine command of poètical languagv^ 
^ and a fancy singnlarly rich in apt aod Tarions illustration. — Rufuê W. ÙriawoUL 

Thxss unusually gifted ladies hâve given tbe highest évidences of superiority as poets. 
Their articles hure appeared in variouâ journals, but mainly in tbe Message Bird and 
Home Joumul of New York,— Racine Wki^. 

TuKU contributions to Willis's " Hoœe Journal" prove tbem to be real poetd — hom 
0oe<«— ofthe unmistakable stamp. Tbe **Po8^Boy'8 Song" is worthy of Mrs. Norton or 
X. £. L. Otbers are iull of tbe divinest fire of &e muse. — Ntw Orleauê Delta. 

Thk Misses FuUer— particularly tbe ybunger of tbe sisters, who bas written mucb for 
tbe ** Home Journal," edited by Gen. Morris and N P. Willis, under tbe signature of 
** iSinging Sybil"— bave an unusual degree of grâce and imagination. — Washington Union, 

Ohïo is funiisbing tbe Union witb its beat poetry. Tbe Misses Fuller, wben tbe capi-. 
tal is located at Cincinnati, wUl be knocUng at its doors, to be crowned, as Petrarcb waa 
in Rome. We are proud of tii^ geniuB, and confident of tbeir triumpbs. — Ohiû Statê 
Journal 

Thk qualities of their personal and social cbaracter are as attractive as tbeir mental 
gifts are eztraordinary. Oood and kindly and pure as tbey are intellectual and accom- 
plisbed, tbeir writings will be found to deserve as warm a sympathy from tbe bearts of 
tbe virtuous as tbe admiration wbicb tbey will receive from tbe judgments of tbe di»> 
ceming. — DetroU Tribune. 

Thksje sister-poets are "stars of tbe West," as many of oiir jouriials call tbem, and 
are already enviablv known to tbe great literary world, alibougb young and just balan- 
cing upcn tbe thresbold of womanfaood. Some of tbeir productions bave been widely 
repubusbed, and bave found a place in tbe Englisb press. Tbese sisters areimdoubtedly 
destined to stand in tbe front rank witb. our Amencan autbors. — Southtm Christian Ad- 
voeaU 

Fbancis and Mstta, tbe ^oung poet-sisters, are notable instances of wbat giflted mind 
can accomplisb in winning distinction. Witbout tbn advantages of wealtb, Uterary friends, 
or patrons, to give tbem h favorable introduction to tbe reading world — *' cumbered witb 
mucb senring" in lightening tbe domestic duties of an invalid motber, tbeir girlbood bas 
beenac 

" Ripi>Ung rnn two limpid streams, 
B'tt^in* now tUrougb twiiubt •liadows, 
Sparkling now in nuonday beains." 

CUveland Herald. 

Wr suppose ourselves to be tbrowing no sbade of disparagement upon any one in de- 
daring tbat in *• Singing Sybil," and ber not lésa gitlted sister, we discem more nuques» 
tionabie marks of true gemus, and a greater portion of tbe immistakable inapirution of 
true poetic art tban in any of tbe lady minstrels — deligbtful and splendid as some of tiiem 
bnve been— tbat we bave beretofore usbered to tbe applause of tbe public. One in spirit 
and equal ingenius, tbese must.interesting and briUiant ladies — both still in tbe earliest 
yotttll---«re uudoubtedly destlned to occupy a very distinguisbed and permanent place 
among tbe native autbors of tbis land.— -mcmm JoumaL 

We bad formed a bigb opinion of tiie ability of botb writers ; but we own tbat tbii 
opinion bad nut prepared us for tbe development'of so mucb genlus as is recognizable in 
tiie work before us. In tbe poemt of Frances Fuller we discover mucb of tbat self-rely- 
ing executive energy wbicb gives its cbaracter to tbe genius of Elizabetb Barrett, wbile,, 
in fMUcy and i^tbos, Mctta, tbe yonnger of tbe sisters. reminds us vividly of "L. E. L." 
Fault« tbey botb bave, undoubtedly. wbicb are tbe resuit of seclusioo and individualism 
—tbe necessnry growtb of unfusiertid gHuius — but tbeir originality somtttimes reducea 
tbese to positive beauties. Tbe wurat of tbem are far préférable to tbo labored and sin- 
leaa élégance of our Uterary dUletarau II is not our intention bere, nor is tbis tbe timsi 
to discuss tbe merits of thèse young poétesses ; but it is our place to assort to tbe AmeT' 
ican public tbe daims of tbeir ueniust as ritive-born, froshIy-duvelopHil, and worthy of 
that nurtum whirb should warm'it iéto tbe luxuriant beauty tbat it is capable of attain- 
" ge Bird, Ne» York. 
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THREE YEAR8 IN CALIFORNIA. 

BY RKV. WALTER COLTOX, U. S. N., 

LATI ALCALPC OF HOlITSSrr. 

WITH NUMEROUS ILLUSTRATIONS. 



« A rare work this Ibr «bOity, Interest, Infonnation, mirfh, aad u fhe moit raeent and 
voit auUMmtIc hiatory orOaUfoniia, ilnoe it CHme under the American lias. It oo» 
taim exoeUent portnita of Meaara. 8uUer, liarkin, Fremoot, Gwmn, Wright, and 
Snyder, wHh nunwroua and bumonMia illuatratidi» ; a liai of the membera of tlie Ooa- 
▼entioo which organlxed the Stale of Galifornia; a chart of the ^ narJumOtm «g 
Rifku,* with /ae-9imiU9 of the algnaturea, 4lc. Nothing of iutereet to the publie la 
the rapld growth of thia new worid, iU loime, TiUagea, and lettleiaciita, iU gold diggli^ 
gold expkmtiiNia, kfi^ eaeiqMe the notice of the autboT : and the picturea he hM gtwn 
ofCalifurnia lire and maanera are at the aamt* tlme graphie, inauructive, and olli» la 
the moat pruvoUng degree mirthfùl.'*— JV4Km»im/ IntetUgencer, 



**lt ia the beat hiatoiy of Galifoniia that haa appeared, and wUl prove aa 
aa it la intereating and proTocatlve uf mirth."— AMAMter Demoerat, 



**Tliifl work ia an aathentie hiatory of Califtimia, flrom the tinie it came nnder tha 
ftag of the United Btatea down to thia preaent, explorations, new aetUementa, and gold 
digginga. While the readêr ia inatructed on ev«ry page, he will laiigfa about a hondred 
if not a thousand timea befbre he gets througfa thia captivating volume, and thoo^ he 
aita akne in hia chair. It ia, in tbe flrat place, a book of fact ; next to the remarkable 
aad ludicroua pecullaritlea of Galifoniia life aod mannera, are an incessant provocatioQ 
lo make one laugh ; and the nuthor belng a poet, givea ua a Une reliah of that everj 
aow aud then.**— fVoêkinffUm, RefmklU, 



**The anticipaUons of thoee who expected from Mr. Colton a book abottt GalitenMt' 
at oDoe reliable aud eniertHining. comprehenaiTe aad condse, inatmctive aad liTelj— 
in-flict, Joat what a work of the kind ought to be, but what a majority of the nuneioaa 
•oeoanta hereiofore published are uot— wiO be abundaatly realixed on peruaal of thia 
▼olume. Mr. Colton, besides poeseesing the rarioua quaUficationa of an fnteUigeat ob- 
aervw— a Mghly-cultivated mind, stored with ample material Ibr compariaon, in the 
flruita of yearaspent in travel in every part of the worid, and interoourse with nmnerooa 
peoples— ei^oyed peculiar advantagea for becoming aoquainted with Galilbmià, in hia 
long reeldenoe there ; in hia exalted officiai poaitton, which made him the aasodate and 
oounaellor of the highest functionariea in the proytnoe ; in a pbiloaophical diainterested- 
nesa, which. whik» it raiaed him above the acramble for treaaure, enabled him calmly 
lo aurvey the fleld o( action, «nd deaeribe the operutionB of the acramblera ; and^ 
flnally. In an elerated personal èharacter, whidi oommanded the respect and won the 
ouoAdence and regard of ail claaaea of the poople.**— .AmriM/ ef Cmmerce. 



** It ia the moat inatractivc work on Callfomla we hare seen.** — Commercial jié»mrti$tr. 
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Ooiton*9 Three Yearê in Cali/ornia. 

^It is owtaioly reftesbing to flnd sneb ft book as thi» one, after haying Tsinlj 
•earched for aomething authentic,^ * tnie to nature,' and at. tbe aame time rtadeMe^ 
•mong tbe tbousands wbiiâi bave beeo iasued trom tbe proliflc preaa since tbe dii- 
ooveiy of * El Dorado.' We bail it as ahnoet as dear a treasure as wookl be tbe dis- 
eovery of a rieb * placer,' were we upon tbe véritable soil oT Califomia. We bave 
atolen Urne during tbe past week to baatUy ghiooe over tbe pages of Mr. Colt«Hi's 
book, and our opinion, belbre very bigb, because of tbe enoumiums iiniversally bestowed 
upon it by our oQDtempcNFariea, bas ratber been increased, oertainly not diminisbed, and 
we tbink a more carefùl peruaal will well repay. Our longing upon ibis point bas 
be«i satiated, and we can salbly say tbat we bave gained more of a knowledge oi 
Califomia, as it iras belbre, and as it bas been sinbe tbe disoovery of gold in its soiL** 
— Sjfraeuae JvunuU. 



** Mr. Ootton is one of tbe moat agreeable of. American writere. His ideas flow as it 
were »p»Htameously—oae moment grave, tben gay. One moment we feel, while 
rsading bis books, like weeping at some weil-drawn picture, and tbe next, we can 
hardly keep flrom splitttaig our sides witb laogbteryat some briUiant, mbtb-provoking 
expression."— A«piiÂ/ica« ^dvoeutt. 



<*Tbere never was a better ifiastratton of tbe saying, tbat ^Thith is stranger ffaan 
Action,' tban is fbund in tbis narrative. Truly, tbe real is a more w<NiderAil worid tban 
tbe idéal. When tbe writer of tbis interesting and delightmi bouk landed al San 
Francisco, Califomia was a dependency of tbe Republic of Mexico ; but wben be lefi 
it, in ail but In name, it was a State of tbe American Union : now it is one. Its newiy 
rlsen, but glonous stai' is sbining in tbe brigbt constellation where clusters tbe stars of 
its sister States ; its senators and représentatives are sitting witb tboee o( tbe otber 
members of tbe C<mfederacy in tbe balls of tbe national l^^ature, at Wasbington. 
The causes tbat bave been so busHy at work in producing tbis séries of astouisbing 
changes, are ail truthfùlly detailed in tbis narrative, as tbey occurred flrom day tu day, i 
■ad as they came under tbe keen'but discriminating observation of one wbo bad the 
beat (^portunity of knowing, as well as tbe bappiest manner of relating tbem. Any 
thing like an analysis of a volume so fliled as tbis is witb striking incidents, cruwding 
one alter another in sucb rapid succession, is impossible. As we read on from page to 
page, we beoome more and m<MPe interested, as tbe things which it records becorae 
more and more important, untU we seem to partake of tbe wild enthusiasm tbat must 
bave been felt by tbe immédiate actors in tbese Impoeing but exciting scènes of a most 
etentflil drama. For once th* sober dignity of bistory is compeiled to put («i tbe aita 
and charma of romance. Tbis beautiflil volume can be read witb miu^^ed pleasure 
and profit by ail wbô wisb to get correct ideas of the golden land, towards wbidi ail 
eyes are nqw tumed."— JWiyara Demoerat, 



^ A ftiU account of tbe appearabce of that curious disease, *tbe gold fever,' flom tbe 
flnt scattering cases up to the time wben tbe wb(de population was infected. is admirably 
glven, witb strange and amusing illustrations of individual attacks. For the purpose of 
Ailly studying tbe disease, tbe worthy alcalde bimself repaired to the mines, and observed 
it in ail ils glory. His descriptions, therefore, must be perfect, from baving been made 
npon the spot Tbe welMmown ablti^ and position of the anthor, fittod him admirably 
to observe and note passing éventa in a territory of such vast importance; and tbe 
rsader may tura to the Journal of Mr. Cobon ibr an aocurate chronicle of evbnts. 

**Frum humor, statistics, description, bistorical narrative, mining, agricultural and 
poHtlcal talbrmsîioD, tbis book is cakulaïad to attrsct every clsas of readera.**— 
Wètimigton Onion, 
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DECK AND port; 

oi^ 

INCIDENTS OP A CRUISE IN THE UNIT£D STATES FiUGATE CONGR£SS 

TO CALIFORNIA: 

With Sketehes of Rio Janeiro, Valpajlaiso, Lima, Honoutut, and S%n 
Framcmoo. By Rev. Walter Colton, U. S. N., late Alcalde nf Mouteroy. 
lUiMbreted with Eognyinga. 1 vol. ISmo. 



<* We are indebted to tbe publishen for one of the raost delitçhtful book» wu hâve 
reoeived in an a«e. Tbuiigh proteâaodly cumineDced ^mvre as the whim ulthe hour, 
than any poipose connected witfa the public preas,* the poiiahed and giOed auibor bas 
inftiaed to much of spùit and sentinteiit into the various daily * jottings.^ us U) leiider 
the volume one séries of delightfiii cotiversiitious. The slietches of tbe diflereitt c.liea 
vînied are beautifuUy executed, and priuted in tints.^— PAt/a. Saturday Cour.cr. ' 

**There are éléments of popularity and tnterest enougb in this bandsoine vulume to 
make a market lor a dozen. (^alitumia is a luagic word iu lliese days ; and tliuHf u|H>n 
whom itdoes not openite with snfficient power to tear them away tmm hoIm^ Jnemia. 
and h«mlth at home, feel its influence quiie enougb to devoiu* every thing tiïut rehitet» to 
it. This work is by fkr the most raethodicnl, sattsractoi7, and graphie descriptiim of 
El Dorado, and the way thither, that bas yet appeâred. Mr. Colton will bt; reuiem- 
bered by those wbo retid his admirable* :>thip nnd Sbure* as a most live!y, huniorotiss 
aïKi sketchy writer; and bis beM qtialitiea are broughl into play in thi» wurii. 1'. ai 
amount of valuable luforination on which his plenariut skètchea are bi^^d, is wry 
great The value of tbe book is aiso greatly increaaed by the {!lustration8 it c()iiiNtii!<. 
There are a large number of sketcbes of scènes and places, drawn by Mr. Uoluiiu 
« beantifully eograved, and printed in colora, which are fine works of arU aud give a 
vivid idea of the places visited. It is a work wboae literary merit, aUnictive lonn, 
and most interesting matter, will make it bighly popular.^— JV. Y. Evange.i$i, 

**This is unquestionably one of the most interestfng bnoks llhat has been ismie<I twxxi 
the American prees the présent year. We bave never read a book that plensed us 
more. Posaessing a brilliant ima^E^oation, the author bas paintfxi, in glowing colui-s, a 
thousand pictures of the sea, nigfat and etorm, sunehine aud calm. Every page is TiiU 
of glowing thoughts, sublime trutha, pure morals, and t>eautiful aphoristns. It is u 
book that wHl never be out of dale—it is a géra that will become brighter fcvrry «Iny. 
We predict that this vdlume will run through several éditions."— Pïtt*^r/r Mvm:nff 

**This work is pubtished in a beautiAiI style, and is fuU of higbiy interesting scènes 
and incidentay detaiied by a master band. It has been seldom thât we hâve fouud a 
work more Instructive, and at the same time so interesting as tbe one before us. To 
■ay any thing in praise of the author, would be usoless. His famé is so well sctUed, that 
our opinion could neither raise it higher nor detracA from ita merits. 

**£yery thing related, is clothed in the rich garniture whicb it fTorded \,y a well 
itorod and well cultivated mind, governed by high moral principie. The whole 
ténor of tbe work, wbile H aims at instructive narration, is also calculated to im]>it;sa 
upon the mind pure and elevated ideas, both of n^en and tbings. 

^ We bave no hésitation in saying to ail wbo wont a good^ varfvl^ and interesting 
book, that tbey cannot do better than to ascure a copy of this. It will richly repay a 
peruMU.'^— JAu«t^0it JVVio«. 

^ His peu has the wand4ike power of making the scènes which it deacribes live and 
move befi)re the mind of the reader. We can cheerfully recoromend this aa a charm- 
ing book, full of information and entertainmenL^~//ar^0r(< Ckriêtivm Stcretarj/. 
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** This Tolome, by the author of * Shlp and Shoro,' 1$ ftill of nu^ and original thongbla, 
dothiid in language romarkable ftur ita «leganoe and strength. The author bas kmg 
be«n a waiiderer over aea and land, and baa nolad« witb a aearcbing eye, the atrikiiig 
traita and UMgw of diflterent nations. Thèse he throws into a sketch, wiib that virid 
tight and shade which tninsport the soene almost j)alpubly betore your eyes. lie 
knows the sailor thorouffhiy, and leta you inio ail tb? subtlespringsoi action whieh 
swaythat geuerous and reotUess beiiig.— SkiUed in prose, the author is yet.iu heurt 
and soûl a poet, and looks on nature witb a poet's eye. The snaiches of <^uf titra verse 
which be bas oocasionaliy introduced into bis pagvs, wil] arrest the attemion of Uie 
reader. Nls wit, which sparkles out bere and then*, is free of ail bittemess. Iiia senti- 
ments are expressed witb trankness, firmness» and a selr'-relying spirit. The roinmcN 
graoefiil in itself, is omamented witb a strikipg portrait ot Commodore Stockton, 
and witb spùrited prhiU of pkoea and ooeiumes described in its puguB.^—Jfatunua 
IntêUigemeer, 

**Thofle who want something fresh aod Interesting ; sometbing ibat will amuse and 
instmct at the same time, without l)eing duU or wearisome— will flnd what tltey seek 
in this elt^otlv written and equally elegantly printcd volume. Tlie author poesessea 
in an eminenl oeKree the happy faculty of seizing on the moet iqteresiing oecurreiicesy 
and drawii^ from thero appnipriate reflections on the gênerai duties ctf litb. Ile iiever 
misses an opportuuity to teach a leason, yet be never seems to seek for one.^— Auvara 
Democrat, 

'^The contents, in ajournai form, are full of lively incidents, written in a Tery pleosing 
style* and on the whole are so interesting, tbat one is very reluctant to 1^ the volume 
down. Few works of fiction could be more attractive in any respect We doubt noi 
tbat 'Deck and Port' will bave a wide circuhition."— AV10 Haven PoUadium, 

** An agreeable diary of a vôysge round ^ the Hora,* in a man-of-war, by a Christian 
scbolar and gentleman. We bave seldom met with a book of travel so ft^ from fuss 
aïKl pretence. The note-worthy hicidents of life at sea are Jotted down, apparent ly as 
they rise, trum day to duy, in easy, natural pn)se, so that the reader soon feels hiniiseU 
quite at home on boHrd a man-ot-war, ei^joyiiig its society and scènes, a^d partîcipiiting 
in the humor and sentiments of its * floatmg population.' Sketches are given uiso of 
the various ports vieited— Rio, Valparaiso, Lima, Hooolulu, Monterey, San l<'raz>- 
cisco, èLC ; and graphie illustrations are futnished by the engraver."— At-warA DaUy 
JSdeertiêer. 

"" W« bave read a large portion of this work witb great intereeU It is written in a 
lively, graphie style ; and reoounis, in a very pleasing narrative, the incidents of a long 
and mîriious voyage round Cape Hom, witb descriptions of Valparaiso, Lisna, Culluor 
8on Francisco, &&: tbeir religion, manncrs, and customs. This book is one of the 
rotist readable of the seuson, the writer having attained the art of making the reader 
f(.>el as thongh he were one of the party. and thus interested in ail tbeir loils, trials» 
périls, adveuturas, amusements, SLcJ^—Prea. ^dvoetUe. 

** Mr. Golton ia an observing and ready writer; and bis office on boani of the ship 
aflbrded him eveiy needed facility for obtaining a knowledge of the character of the 
men on board, and of the multitude of incidents of every hue that make up life in a 
irtiip. Ilis is a frce pen, apd be wrilee witb much facility of es^pression ancf ele^aitcv 
of tuste ; making one of Uie most agreeable volumes tliat bas ever been written wîih , 

référence to that interesting portion of the world."— IVorceêter Patiadiunu \ 

*^The anthor's situation as chaplain, tosrether witb bis long connection witb the navy. 
fendered him fully compétent to give correct pictures of ail we landsmen wish to know, 
white beexoels in a gra|>hic power porticuiiirly adapied to this kind of writing. Hn 
style is light and sketchy, having the fh»hness of a Journal where the author had ev.- 
dehtly each day dolted down what most arrested bis own attention. Altogether, it is n 
capital View of sea life, and the liveiiiiess of tbe style keeps the inlereat th>m Aagging 
to the end. We predict for it an exteusive chrculitiou."— .4.*anjf StiUe Regiêter, 

-'*TheaBthor's < 
tion lu regiifd 1 

naval service j , —^ 

monolouy wblch is loo apt lo flnd its way into such n:irruUves, thai we do not besitafa» 
lo predict lor Uie book iu oxlmiiiTe aate."— di^oair DaUfi AAo«rtiêer 
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POPe'8 HOMERE ILI AD. 3Sino.8be6p. 

Ttais adttk» of Um translation of Homer is Ufled noi only as a volama for lh« U 
hfVfi bm as â lOKl-liook in grammar cluaaea in Scboois and Académies. 



POLYMICRIAN NEW TESTAMENT. (Ilutstiutid with Maps.) 

Iliis Is tiM only édition of Polyraicriiui New Testament publiahed in this ooantrj. Il 
«OQtains short explanalury Notes* and numerous rol'erenoes lo illnstratiTe and |»raUal 
passâtes, printed in a centre oolumn. 



WATTS ON THE IMPIIOVEMENT OF THE MIND. With Qukstioml 

There is no book betler adapted for tlie School Hoom, or more calculated to be nsetal 
to the youtli of our couutry, than a farailiar acquaiutanoe with the aound inatruction 
of Ihis leamed divine, given in this mauuaL 

** An oM anbfltantial author in a new dress,— a little volume of 381 pages, in a mai 
but cheap ft>rin, worth its weight in gold ; no sensible discriminating man wuuld ever 
tliink uf oolleciing a libraiy without iucludlng this work. Fur a prufessing Christian 
to say that he has ne ver read it, would argue that bis resding had been superflcial 
indeed. h is neither dry nor unintereeting, but <t is dUed with solid and uaeTul trotha.* 
— IVetUm Pajter. 



COLTON'8 PUBLIC ECONOMY FOR THE UNITED STATES. 

Okb Vol. 8vo. 

<* In this volume of 536 pages octavo, Mr. Cottoni who Is (kvombly known to thé 
American public as the author of the *Life of Clay,* the ^Junius Tracta,* and other 
popular Works, bas supplied the desideratum of a complète defence cX the protective 
SYstem, and an answer to the numerous worfcs on tlie Free Trade aide of the question. 
As fhr as we are able to Judge from the opportimity we bave had to examine the ehibf 
orate a^fuments of the author in the work befbre us, it appears tu us that he has pro- 
duced a work not only calcnlated to reftite the points qaade by writers in favor of h«é 
trade, but sufflcient to puzzle them to flnd ready answers to many of the positions he 
bas taken. We rather tliink they wfll be dispoeed either to misrepresent him, of to 
pQss over la silence some of bis most potent argument^"— A*e» Yurk Tribune. 



QOULD'S ABRIDQMENT OF ALISON'S EUROPE. Ok> Vol.8vo. 

Tbts work présents a oomprehensive and perfect view of Europe during the vtiorrey 
perioil frum 1789 Ui 181S, in clear and perspicuous language, and in a beautifid Sttle. 
Ils publication supplies a desideratum In Hialory, there being no work of a slmilat 
eharacter attainable by tbe public except at foiv times the expense. U la well adapted 
as a ctan-book in Histury for Oull^gea, Académies, aod ÔchoolS) as welt as for the gon- 



COLTOil^ LIFE AND TIMES OF HENRY CL A Y. I«fwo Vols.8vo. 
«* Mr. Colton bas done his work— a great work— bravely and well. This is the flret 
lueoesaftd life of Henry Clay yet written. This describes the man. not as a politician, 
erator, statesman, alone, but as ail— aod Chat honestly, candidly, thoiightfully,'and the 
darkMt and deepesl passages InUrfligibly and nhilusophically. The chapters of his 
eariy lilb and personal eharacter are beautiftil, «nd the acoount of his poIidr«il riaa 
ily interestiug."— //tfaf*« Mere^%M*$ Magnine. 
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CHAMBERS' TRCASURY OF KNOWLEDGE. 

CLARK'S ELEMENTS OF DRAWING ëc FEF^SPECTIVE. 

CHAMBERS' ELEMENTS OF NATURAL PHILOSOPHY. 

REm & BAINS' CHEMISTRY AND ELECTRICITY. 

HAMILTON'S VEGET.ABLE AND ANIMAL PHYSIOLOGY. 

CHAMBERS' ELEMENTS OF ZOOLOGY. 

PAGE'S ELEMENTS OF GEOLOGY. 



^^i^.Jfy'- ^.-«-^^CJ. f^i.-V x^.-» 

"Z^ i-o^£l .siV<^ V-.^*".'. Î.3 " It is well known tliat tho oriiruuil piibli»htTb of tiiovr work* i^tho Me^Ts C!nm- 
^]'Z' '^ZZ^<i'ZS\'Z ^ »1 ■v~ ber- of Etiiiiburgli) tiro able to cominaïul the bt"<t talont m thr j)rfj^ iratinu of their 
y* bo« ks. fiml ilmt it 15 ilu'ir pnu'lico UmIouI t'aithiully u tOt tiit» juidI;.*. TiHb spiies 
*M-i ^'''' '"^^ <IltHi]j[K)itu tho rou.<K»i)abl<' ex|H.'Ctalioiis thii.«« e.xciu <1, The} .irf c'i'mii. «itun 
/i-, \\ork^ propaieil b> auîhors iii «'V<.t> wny cii|»al»k' ordninujiisiKV to llii'ir n^j^pocino 
, ^r-' un(lort:Lkii)2>, and who hâve evidontly ocstowed «ijx>ii Ummu thu ne<M*««f»ary tiint» and 
■*'^io labor to otlapt tbern to thcMr purpo9»\ \Vo roconunen I tluMA to leacli«-ri and 
, , :• parents with coiifldrnce. If iiot iulrodiic»^d as clas.<*-bookr< in Ihe schtxil, lUcy ma> 
I ■* be u«h1 fi» exct lient atl\antu'.,'o m genonil exercises, and 0(*ca»>ot)ul cla^£ e\er- 
! .„',3 cifeO, for which e\ery teacher ouglit to proMdc himself wjih an ample ptore of 
iQ matoriats. The vdiiiiies niay bc had separalely ; and the orie flrst «inmed, in tlie 
^ hands of a Icacher of the }onn;î«>r olas.'*<^s, might furniah an inexhiiusiible fund of 
*^ amusement and inslriretion. Toiyother, they would constante a rich trea:?ijie to a 
.'- family of intelhijent chiidren, and impart a thir^t for knowledge."— rrrwK-nf Ckron. 



•' ■:^>^ y~ ^ y ' \ 

-Ki Zt;^^ C..^ t,*v^. ,' 

y^'^ff>y/'^.. J^. ..- . 

^^^^ÂJÇ^yy^i-// ^ V- "^'^ ^^^ ^^" numerouH work-^ of this chiss Ihat ha>e been published, Ihtre ajv 

^^^> '^/^ .%'"'"%'''''''■ "^\ ' *î none that hâve acquired a more Ihorouschly dest^rNed and high réputation thaa this 

y%;^-'Z^,.^\S2/ ^ .' séries. The Chjuaber.sof r.«linburgh, weU known a«* the caretul and intelliffenlpub- 

V nY^ ^'^^'y. NXv. ^4,'' <*^ 
..s^ ^^-Ç^^-Çci^ f ^ \ hshcrs of a va^l nurnber of works of much importance in the educational worîd» 

''^ %'^^f^'^---'f*'^ i^' -'^ are th»' fathers of this série'* of books, and tho American cditor has exercised an 

^i^^^,^:K^k -. i' 'f'X u'ii^sual deçrcK; of juilgmeiit in tlieir pix'paration for the use of schoola as weil as 

^v>-^.^^. «î'.s^ !:>t^ '■,*"- -û private famdiea in this coiintrv.'" ~ "" 
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-Philadrlpkia Ballttin, 



^^'^.r^ "r^ ^ ^v ;'- i^x / U "The tities funiish akey to the contents, and it is only ncce^sary ft>r us to s;iy. 
\' 1^.^^*^^. .r r. y -t that the matenid of each volume is adrairably workod up, prescnting w ith »ufllcieiil 
,;, ^>.^^^V^V? ^4 - fulness and with muchclearn('b& of metliod the seveial'subjeots whieh are Ireated.'' ^ 
,Ç ^-x], .k 7.%^*^/ ' —CivcniuUi Guzclle. 

//; -l-^s), ^'^ 0\^Çl< % ^» .9. r^ .\ , \ rV. . , . , . .s . .% r. '^. >< . r. . '. .'='-. ;. ^ r ^ rî. x^. .ï. .^ .?> ,7, ;, ,?. .V. .?• ."^ ^f. =.y, fV. ^ ,7, ,?, .y, ^ 

^î>):i^"^ f rS-.^>>-1^;'^ «^ V'^'/^i ^. ,x ._/ X ^> . . /' X ^ ^ X /- \ * -- ^. ^x. \ ^ . 
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NlTPRiL Am EXPERIIIEWAL PIIILOSOPflY, 

FOR SCHOOLS A^N D ACADEMIES. 
By R. 6. PARKER, A. M. 

^uthor of '* Rhetoricak Reader," ''Exercises in English Composition^** 



•' OuUines of Uigtory," etc., etc. 

I. PARKER'8 JUVENILE PHILOSOPHY. 

PARKCR'8 FIRST LESSONS IN NATURAL PHILOSOPHY. 
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\ ' ^\^ ^\^ '^*', "^ 

< :^^ ^ ^^.j.. >.-vT 

,^'- '>^p c;^ .c;t-j:« 

^\ ^" '/" ^♦^ '•^ , 

. . --^-.>-^m, PARKER'S 8CHOOL COMPENDIUM Otr PHILOSOPHY. tr 

' ^, r^ ~r ^ t'^'^ ^^^ "**-' **^ School Apparatus for. illustrating and exemplifying the principUs T ^ .^, ,,^.^., .^. 
u V ,^*^ y^^ <^~^'y oï" Nutural and Exj>criinenUil Philoaophy, has, within Iho laal few yeara, become ao ^ /, / *"V t. Â '' 

1 f ^^ c^'? ^^'^'•" iJceiienil as to render nectîssary a work which shouUl œmhine, in the saine courso of r".' + ' '•*^ > • 
r ^ r ^ ^ r V* lïwfuction/the theory, with a full description of the app;iriUns necessaPy for illus- Tv[ y_ ^>'. . .": 
t* > ./ ^ / .^ f-*^ i' tratUm and experiment. The work of Profosaor Parker, it ia confldenlly believed, i.:* ,cT^ ../ / 
\ '^ /' ''^^ '' fT i fully meeta that requireraent. It ia alao very full in the gênerai facUs which il pre- ' -, "/ .^; • ., -^ > 
\ ^\ I ^^^^T «jhts— clear and concise* in its style— and cntirely scienli/lc and natural lu iu Ij.;; îi^, .!",.• 
^\, -^ . . . t^*\-î arrangement. rî^ *^, ".-"ç v"j. ;.' 

V c^^^ r^-7 '' "This work is better adapted to the présent state of natural science than any ^^^^^X--'-^--'-- ').'■'■: 

^/ ,t*\. !x*si 6*^ ** other siinilur production wilh which we are acquHinted."—,/r«yn< Co. IVhig. .ii: . c^l.c^^ , 

^ . ^ '^t'^. '^ .-' ^^^ i "This is a school-book of no mean pretensions and no ordinary value."— jî/ôany î r-i >- vy^< - 

v^ -• '^ ^^^^-^i" Spectatvr. IX-^". j^ït J . X- ' 

) '^'Z l^lf S*^ ^1 '* VVe predict for this valuable and beautifully-printed work the utmost anccesa.'' :i: ^ ♦J;^ /^ , ^* 

-, ^^ -, ^ ^ ^*"3,' —J^ewark Daiiy jidvertiser. • .4-4^: -v --^c-'l- ■ ;-'--• 

^*v - i^*o <^ri-v ^^ The présent volume strikes us as having very inarked merit/^—JV. Y. Q}urier. cA«.,V ,.',..-. •* 

. ^ . ^ '^- V vv- .A.-;.",-; \-' '.--,-"= H 

< * . c\, c*i. c*4 j "'* seems to me to hâve hit a happy médium betwern the too simple and the ,;.; *:v_; * v* -v 

V , ç ^ f^ >■>. **^ abslruct." — B. A. Smitàt Principal of Leicester Academf, Mass. c| l^ y., l^- ^ '-?-■ 

*^^^ - " *^Xr jt"^ "' *"*^® "** hésitation in saying that Parker's Natural Philosophy is the most ^;f; jC;^ : t: 
/' ^\ ^^ ''\ , t- valuable elementary work I hâve seen." — OUberi Langdon Hunu. Prof.^Tat. Phil. ^:;\ '''.'*:,' 'V >- 



^V''^\'rT- 



JV. Y. City. 



'^N <:'.^ ,/^- -> **! am happy to say that Parker's Philosophy wîll bo Introduced and odoptcd in <^:>:^:z^:;i.:y\^■::. • :' 

.; xN^/"-,^: ' Vict*»ri:i Collège,' at the coiumeiicement of the next collegiate year in Hutuniti; ,^i^r ;^>^4 :^,~%V:.:^ 

'^ y* 'Tf .^-^ '*"** ï *^*M»*-' ^^'^t w^JII •><* ^"t the cominencemont of the uat^ of so vuiuable an elit- ^-x^'^^^i^^i:^^. /;'■., 

'. tntiitiiry work in our Rch<M)l8 in this ctMiniry. The small work of Parker*» ^Parker's È.Lf-^'ç-^S'^'^-r; 




", ' t * "I hâve examined Parker's First I.«sisoiw and Compendium of Natural and Ex- ^T^Ct'^V^:^-^^:- ^^Z--' 

^ ^ , perihienUil E*hi]oH')plïy. and nm much pleiseii Vith tliem. I huve lon:< Ifelt disHîitis- ^ri /* • ^♦> |^*V ■^\., ' 

\ , * ffti-ruKi with the Toxt-IUxiks on this subject most jn u?<e in this section, ainl am J^^'i^^-^i^y^/'ï:-. 

, o ' h»'Pf)y now to Jlnd books that I can recommend. l «hall introduco Ihein irame- -*,..{ ^^' l*i * ' ' 

j, : tbaiôjv inlo my school." — Iliram OrcutU Principal of Tketfirrd Jicadewy^ yermont. , ^ i.^ t: '■ v l^ '. • .V 

- ' "' . * .■>-••)* r-v',/-. ■» < - 

"• I huve no hésitation in pronouncirjg it the best icnrk on the subject nowpub/ished. "y;/ sri' ; ;■■ -x. '-^ >rv~ 

'\ * \Ve shall use it hère, und 1 hâve nlready se«ured ils ailoplion in fomeof the hiiîh- 'T^' ''■'>- ^\"^'V-r:^ 

xclHxil.HHnd Hcademi«;8 in our vicinit}." — JU. I). Leggett^ Sup. iVarren Publia i<c/iuuls. . -';^,"1' '^.i^ "f ~ ■ ', 
*" . ' - ' '"■ .''ya.'^' vi'C -l- " "' '''^"" 

ri. •r;--r ^-v>, ^--K -Â-K ^-ir-: -.-■- V /> K- -; cr^^^- KA^^n^A-^' 43'K- ^ ^r;^^-^^'>^•->■"^^•'. ~N- -; r/ir^- -)• '■'--;•■ ^'y- . • 
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